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Qui Pelago credit, magno fe fœnore tollit; 

i Pugnas & Caf tra petit, præcingitur Auroy 

Vilis Adulator picto jacet Ebrius Qſtro; 

Et qui ſollicitat Nuptas, ad pramia peccat: 

Sola pruinoſis horret Facundia pennis, 

Atque inopi lingua deſertas in vocat Artes. 
Petron. Arb. Sat. 
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wild to 55 Uta 
de be worthy to lay a Thou 
ERS Highneſs's feet, and fin. 
impoffibſe; ; ſince the world has 19 fo 
kind to me to judge of this gem to my 
Advantage, as the moſt pardboflable Fault 
which I have made in 15 Kind; I had 
ſinndageinſt my elf, if 1 had dvr'ctiofen 
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thi ppi Nuty 10 Aaplete (what my 
au edt nie) your Favour 
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For-tho ons would not tfo far bleſs 
my Endeayours, as to encourage them 
with your Royal Highneſs s Prelence, 
when this cate*idto the World; Yer I 
Flops os . e it — my Deſign and 
might haye b een your Divertiſe- 
Hop in he ppy Seaſon, when you re- 
turn'd again to 4 * all thoſe Eyes that 
had before wept for your Departure, and 
enliven Au bk that had droop'd, for 
your abſence : When Wit ought ro have 
pay' its choiceſt Tributes in, and Joy 
have known no Limits, then 1 hop'd my 
little Mite would not have been rejected; 
tho my ill Fortune was too hard for me, 
8005 ve. 4 8 Honour 9 40 your 
Highne 


TR IS. 
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me gang for. | Ne 


Nee p e 1 choug ht m te 5 
quits unhappy, ſo long as I had Hopes 


this way yet to recompenſe my Diſap- 
pointment paſt ; When I conſider'd al o, 
that 
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DEDICATION. 5 


that Poetry might claim right to a little 


Share in your Favour. For 74% and 


Arioſto, ſome of the beſt, have made 
their Names Eternal, by tranſmitting to 
After-Ages the glory of your Anceſ- 
tors: and under the ſpreading of that 
Shade, where two of the beſt have plan- 
ted their Laurels, how honour'd 'ſhould 
I be, who am the worſt, if but a Branch 
might grow for mel rf 


I dare not think of offering any thing 
in this Addreſs that might look like a 
Panegyrick, for fear; left when I have 
done my beſt, the World ſhould condemn 
me for ſay ing too little, and you your 
ſelf check me for meddling with a Task 
unfit for my Talent. | 


For the Deſcription of Virtues and 
Perfections ſo rare as yours are, ought 
to be done by as deliberate, as skilful a 
Hand : the Features muſt be drawn very 
fine to be like; haſty dawbing will but 
ſpoil the Picture, and make it ſo unna- 
tural, as muſt want falſe Lights, to ſet it 
off: And your Virtue can receive no 
more Luſtre from Practices, than your 

Beauty 


8 DEDICATION. 
Beauty can be imptov'd by Art; which 
as it charms the braveſt Prince that ever 
amaz d the World with his Virtue, fs 
let but all other Hearts enquife inte 
themſelves, and then zudge! how ir ought 
to be prog. 


Vout . too, as none - bot that 
great Hero who has it, could deſerve 
it, and therefore by a particular Lot 
from Heaven, was deſtin'd to ſo ex- 
traordinary a Bleſſing, ſo matchleſs ſor 
it ſelf, and ſo wondrous for its Con- 
ſtancy, thall be remember'd to your 
Immortal Honobt when all other Tran: 
actions of the aye 1. live in ſhall be 

forgotten. 

But! forget that I am to ask Pardon 
for the Fault J have been all this while 
committing: Wherefore 1 beg yo 
Highneſs to forgive me this Preſumption, 
and that you will be pleaſed to think 

well of one who cannot help reſolving, 
with all the Actions of Life, to endea- 
vour to deſerve it: Nay more, I would 
beg and hope it may be granted, that I 
may thro' yours never want an Advocate 
in 


DEDFCATION. 9 
in his Favour, whoſe Heart and Mind 
you have ſo entire a Share in: It is my 
only Portion and my Fortune. I cannot 
but be happy, ſo;long as haye hopes. 


- » : 


way enjoy it; and 1/mult be miſerable, 


ſhould it ever be my ill Fate to loſe it. 


This, with eternal Wiſhes for your 
Royal Highneſs's Content, Happineſs, 
and Proſperity, in all Humility is pre- 
ſented by e — 


 .. Tour moſt obedient 


aud devoted Servant, 
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| 7 Tou great "ns in thi W Wing Age, 
The Sens of Wit, and Patrons of the Stage, 


With all thoſe humble Thoughts, which ſtill have ſway! 
His Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 
Of what is to his want of Merit due, 

And aw'd by every Excellence in 
The Author ſends to beg hom 100 . | 
And ſpare thoſe many Faults you needs muſt find. 
You to whom Wit a common Foe is grown, 
The thing ye ſcorn, and publickly diſown ; 
Tho now \ perhaps y are here for other ends . © 
He ſwears" "to me ye ought to be his Friends * 
For he ne er call'd ye yrt inſipid Tools, 8 
Nor wrote one Line to tell ye you were Fools. : 

But fays, of Wit ye have ſo large a flore, 

So very much, you never will have mare, 

He ne'er u ith Libel treated 'yet the Town, 
The Names of honeft Men bedaub'd and mo” j 
Nay, never once lampoon d the harmleſs i 
Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. ut Se 
Satire's th* Effect of Poetry's Diſeaſe; 
Which,"ſick of a leud Age, ſhe vents for Faſe, 
But now her only Strife ſhould be to pleaſe ; 
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Since of ill Fate the baneful cloud 's gvithdrawn, 
And happineſs again bigin} to. dawn, -: \ 
Since back with Joy and Triumph he is come, 
That always drove Fears hence, ne er brought em home. 
Oft has he plow'd the boiftroys. Ocean o'er, 
Yet ne'er more welcome to the longing Shore, 
Not when he brought home Victories before. - 
For then freſs Taurels fleuriſh'd on his Brow 


And he comes crown's with Olive Branches. now, 
Receive him] Oh receive him as his Friends; 
Embrace the Bleſſings which he recommends; 
Such Quiet as your Foes ſhall ne'er deſtroy 


Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your Hands for Foy, 


* 
4 "th 
8 
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Since 


The Perſons repreſented in 
the Tu R A G E D I. 
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MEN. * 


J-aſio, a Nobleman {trad 299 | 
from the Court, and = 18 Mr. Gillew. | 


privately in the "One | 
Caſtalio 6 ©By- Mr. 1 | 
58 His Sons. 3 By Mr. Ine William. 


chamont, A young Soldier o by Mr. Smit 4. 
ortune · | 


Senſe 's . Servants i in the Family. > 58 Wali, 
Cordelio, polydores Page. By the little Girl. 
Chaplain. | 090 Mr. Percival. 
* 0 M E N. 

Monimia, The dr left under 

the Guardianſhip 7 By Mrs. _ 

old Acaſto. 
Serina, Acaſio's Daughter. By Mrs. Boteler. 
Florella, Monimia's Woman. By Mrs. Osborn. 


"SCENE, BOHEMIA. 


Ne SCENET. 
FF 


Enter lied and Erneſto. 


1s ſtrange Erneſto, this Severity. 
@; Should fill reign pow male in 1 Acafto 8 
| mind, 

if To hate the Gun where he whs 
” © bred and lived, | 

All Honours heap 'd on him chat 
Pow'r could give. 

Erneſt, *Tis true, he came thither a private Gentleman, 
But young and brave, and of a Family - ©. 
Antient and Noble as the Empire holds. 

The Honours he has gain'd are juſtly bis; 
He purchas'd them in War; thrice has he led 
An Army 'gainſt the Rebels, and as often 
| Return'd with Victory; the World bas not 
A truer Soldier, or a beiter Subject, 8 
B | Paul. 


14 The ORPHAN; or, 
Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſ. 
He is the beſt of Maſters as of N TTY TO 
I know he has lately been invited thither; 

Yet ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn purpoſe, cries 
He's old, and willingly would be at reſt : 


I doubt there's deep reſentment in his mind, 


For the late light his honour ſuffer'd there. | | 


Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he might have claim'd 


/ 


Places in Honour, and Employment high; 
A buffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing Coward, 
A Canker-worm of Peace was rais'd above him. 
Paul. Yet ſtill he halds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor ever names him but with higheſt reverence. 
'Tis noble that. | 
Ex. O! I have heard him wanton in his praiſe, 
Speak things of him might charm the Ears of envy. 
Paul. O may he live til Nature's ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth? 
For when'he dies farewel all Honour, Bounty, 
All generous encouragement of Arts, 
For Charity herſelf becomes a widow. 
Ern. No, he has two Sons that were ordain'd to be 
As well his Virtues, as his Fortunes Heirs. 
Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of ſweetneſs. 
They came Twins from the Womb, and till they live 
As it they would go Twins too to the Graves 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, 
But of each 3 joys as griefs partaking; 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 
- As they were only for each other born. 
Ern. Never was Parent in an off-ſpring happier ! 
He has a Daughter too, whoſe blooming Age 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. | 
Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip *twixt the brethren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too 8 
A faithful Pariner of her thoughts and wiſhes, 
And kind Companion of her harmleſs pleaſures. 
'  Frn. You mean the beauteous Orphan, fair Monimia 
Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Chamont. 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, 


Where 


The Unhappy Marriage. 15 
Where ſuch a wondrous Friendſhip grew between em 
As only Death could end: Chamont's Eſtate 
Was ruin'd in our late and civil diſcords; 
Therefore unable to advance her Fortune, 


He left his Daughter to our Maſter's care, 


To ſuch a care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 
Ern. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went early, 
To ſeek a Fortune or a noble Fate; | es 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, 
And mighty marks of that great Prince's Fayour. 
Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th' uncertain World, 
But wants to avoid both Courts and Campo, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt 
With the brave noble honeſt gallant Man, 
To throw her ſelf away on Fools and Knaves. 
Ern. They both have forward, gen'rous active Spirits, - 
'Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 
To ſend them forth where Glory's to be gotten; 
They cry they're weary of their lazy home, 
Reſtleſs to do ſomething that Fame may talk of. 


Io day they chas'd the Boar, and near this time 


Should be return'd.. 8 

Paul. Oh that's a Royal Sport! 
We yet may ſee the old Man in a morning, 
Luſty as health tome ruddy to the Field, 


And there perſue the chace, as if he meant 


To o'ertake Time and bring back Youth again. 


Enter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 


| Caſi. Polydore ! Our Sport | | * 

Has been to day much better for the danger, 

When on the brink the foaming Boar I met, 

And in his fide thought to have Todg'd my ſpear, 

The deſperate Savage ruſht within my Force, 

And bore me headlong with him down the Rock,. 
Polyd. But then 8 


Caft. Ah then, my Brother, my Friend polydore, 


Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 
B 2 Came 


Ts 5 TS The ORPHAN; or, 
Came on, and down the dan'grous precipice leapt 
To fave Caſtalio : Twas a God. like Act. 
Polyd. But when I came, I found you Conqueror. 
Oh my heart danc'd to ſee your danger paſt ! 
The heat and fury of the Chace was cold, 
And 1 had nothing in my mind but Joy, | 
Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhould'ſt be my Guard, 
Hnd I be thine, what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And die of rank diſeaſes here at nome? f | 
Polyd. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth renown, 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old; 
I would be bufy in the World and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs dunghil-weed, 
Fixt to one ſpot and rot juſt as I grow. 
Caf. Our Father 
Has ta'en himſelf a ſurfeit of the World, 
And cries it is not ſafe that we ſhould taſte it : 
1 own I've Duty very pow'rful in me; 
And tho I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
Yet he's ſo tender and ſo good a Father, 
J could not do a thing to croſs his Will. 
Pol. Caſtalio, 1 have doubts within my Heart, 
Which you, and only you, can ſatisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your Friend ? 


Caſt, Have Ia thought my Polydore ſhould not know ? 
What can this mean? 


Pol. Nay, 1']] conjure you too, 

By all the ſtricteſt bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 

To ſhew your heart as naked in this point, 

Ass you would purge you of your Sins to Heaven. 
Caſt. I Will. N | 
Pol. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 

Vith all the ſuff rance of a tender Friend. | 

Cat. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 

The Artiſt's hand, that miniſters his Cure. 8 
Pol. That's kindly ſaid. You know our Father's Ward, 

The fair Monimia; is your Heart at peace? 
Is it ſo guarded that you could not love her? 825 


T be 2 Marria ge. 17 
Caſt. Suppoſe I ſhould. 5 
Pol. Sappoſe you ſhould not, Brother. 55 
caſt. You'd ſay, I muſt not. | 555 

Pol. That would ſound too roughly | 
*Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 
Caſt, Is Love a Fault: 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if I love her? 
| Caf, Then I muſt inform you, 
I loy'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
But will preſerve the e of Lek Paſſion: 
Pol. You will. 
Caſt. I will. 
Pol. No more, I've done. 
Caſt, Why not? 
Pol, I told you I had done; 
But you Caſtalio would diſpute i it. 
Caſt. No, 
Not with my Polydore; tho 1 __ o wn 
My Nature's obſtinate and void of ſuff'rance 3 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
| Of furious wiſhes, fears, and nice ſuſpicions. 
I could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, 
I am ſo much in Love, and fond of thee. 
Pol. Yet you would break this Teen 
Caft, Not for Crowns. 
| Pol, But for a Toy you would, a Woman” J ro, 
Unjuſt Caſtalio. 
Caſt, Prithee, where's my fault > 
Pol. You love Monimia. 
Caſt. Yes. 
Pol. And you would kill me, 
If I am your Rival. 
Caſt. No, ſure we're ſuch Friends, | 
So much one man that our Aﬀe&ions too 
Muſt be united, and the ſame as we are. 
Pol, I dote upon Monimia. 
Caſt. Love her ſtill; 
Win and enjoy her. 15 
Pol. Both 4 us cannot. * 
* ps WS Caſt 


18 The OR HAN; or, 
Caſt. No matter wy 
Whoſe chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't. 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you ?. 
Caſt, Wed her! 3 | | 
No! were ſhe all deſite could wiſh, as fair 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom, Marry? 
When I am old and weary of the World, | 
. I may grow deſperate, . : 
And take a Wife to mortify witha). 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's duty ſo 
To propagate his Family and Name: | 
You would not have yours die and bury'd with you? 
Caſt, Mere Vanity and filly Dotage all, 
No, let me live at large, and when I die 
Pol. Who ſhall poſſeſs th' Eſtate you leave? 
Caſt. My Friend, | 
If he ſurvives me; if not my King, | 
Who may beſtow't again on ſame brave Man 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services deſerve one. 
Pol. Tis kindly offer'd. _ 
Caſt, By yon Heaven, I love 
My Polydore beyond all worldly Joys, 
And would not ſhock his quiet to be bleſt 
With greater Happineſs than Man e'er taſted. 
Pol. And by that Heaven eternally 1 ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caſtalio in my heart. 


: 7 


Whoſe ſhall Monimia be? 
Caſt. No matter whoſe. 
Pol. Were you not with her privately laſt night ? 
Caſt. J was and ſhould have met her again, 
But the opportunity ſhall now be thine; 
My ſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love: 
But have a care, by Friendſhip I conjure thee, 
That no falſe play be offer'd to thy, Brother, 
Urge all thy pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper, 
But wrong not mine. 5 
Pol. Heaven blaſt me if I do. 
Cat. If't prove thy Fortune, Polydore, to conquer, 
{For thou haſt all the Arts of fine perſuaſion!) 3 
| ee ee ee 


The Unhappy Marriage. 19 
Truſt me, and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 
Pol. Tho ſhe be dearer to my Soul than Reſt 
To weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold, | 
To great Men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride, 
Rather than wrong Caftalio, I'd forget her, 
For if ye Pow'rs have happineſs in ſtore, 
When ye would ſhower down joys on Polydore, 
In one great bleſſing all your bounty ſend, 
That I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend. 
7A (Ex. Caſt. Pol. manet Page. 


hd 


Enter Monimia. 


Mon. So ſoon return'd from hunting? this fair Day 
Seems as if ſent t'invite the World abroad. e 
Paſs'd not Caſtalio and Polydore this way? 
Page. Madam, juſt now. _ 
Mon. Sure ſome ill Fate's upon me, 
Diſtruſt and heavineſs ſit round my heart, 
And apprehenſion ſhocks my timorous Soul: 
Why was I not lain in the peaceful Graeve 
With my poor Parents? and at Reſt as they are? 
Inſtead of that I am wandring into cares: 7 
Caſtalio! Oh Caſtalio! Thou haſt caught 
My fooliſh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his play-thing to another hand, 
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I muſt chide you, Sir. 
Pag. Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong? 
Mon, I never ſee you now; you have been kinder; 
Sat by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs; 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful, here's Mony for you: 
Will you oblige me? Shall I fee you oftner? 
Pag. Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul; 
But in a Morning when you call me to you, 
As by your Bed I ſtand and tell you Stories, 
I am aſham'd to ſee your ſwelling Breaſts 
It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very white. 
Mon. Oh Man for flattery and deceit renown'd, 
Thus when y'are young, ye learn it all like him, 5 
| : 
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Till as your Years increaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
T' undo poor Maids, and make our ruin eaſy, 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets, 
Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talkt of me? 
Pag. Oh Madam? Very wickedly they have talkt! 
But I'm afraid to name it, for they ſag 
Boys muſt be whipt that tell their alters Secrets, 
Aon. Fear not, Cordelio ! it ſhall ne'er be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I. 
I'll furniſh thee for all the harmleſs Sports 
| With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
| Pag. And truly, Madam, I had rather be ſo :: 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord, 
For he was never half ſo kind as you are, 
What muſt J do? „ 
Mon. Inform me how th'haſt heard 
Caſtalio and his Brother uſe my Name. 
Pag. With all the Tenderneſs of Love, 
You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe. 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; 
But as the one grew hot the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the Frailty of his Friend: 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling twas reſolv d 
Mon, What, good Cordelio? | 
Pag. Not to quarrel for you 5 
Mon. I would not have em, by my deareſt hopes, 
I would not be the Argument of Strife. 
But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me, 
And make a mockery of my eaſy Love. 


; Went they together ? | 
; Pag. Yes to ſeek you, Madam. 
Caſtalio promis'd Polydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might meet you, 
And fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes. 


Mon. Am I then grown ſo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common Stake, a prize for Love in jeſt? ; | 
Was not Caſtalio very loth to yield it, 

Or was it Polydore's unruly Paſſion 
That heightned the debate? 


* 


Pag. 
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Pag. The fault was Polydor's; „ 
caftalio play d with Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
The pleaſure not the pangs of his Deſire. Tl 
He ſaid, no Woman's ſmiles ſhould buy his Freedom 
And Marriage is a mortifying thing, 1 
Non. Then I am ruin'd if caſtalio's falſe 
W Where is there Faith and Honour to be found? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The weak; protect, and take me to your care. 
Oh! but I love him; There's the Rock will rack me! 
Why was 1 made with all my Sex's ſoftneſs, 
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies ? 
I'll ſee Caſtalio, tax him with his falſhoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my wrongs 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him ſtill. 


Enter Caſtalio and Polydore. 


He comes, the Conqueror comes! lie ſtill my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy injuries with ſcorn. 
Caſt. Madam, my Brother begs he may have eave 
| To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly 
I leave you as becomes me, and withdraw. 
Mon, My Lord Caſftalio! | 
Caſt. Madam! 5 
Mon. Have you purpos'd | 7 
T' abuſe me run. What means this uſage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone ? 
Caſt, He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of importance 
Calls me away, I muſt attend my Father. 
Mon. Will you then leave me thus? 
Caſt, But for a moment. | | 
Mon. It has been otherwiſe; the time has been, 
When buſineſs might have ſtay'd, and I been heard. 
Caſt. I could for ever hear thee; but this time 


Matters of ſuch odd circumſtances preſs me, 
That I muſt 80 | 7 (Ex. Caſt, 


Mon, Then go, and if*t be poſſible for ever. 
Well, my Lord Polydore, I gueſs your buſineſs, 
And read th' ill-natur'd purpoſe in your eyes. 
Pol. If to deſire you more than Miſers Wealth, 8 
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I muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more, 


'Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them,. 
Your Father's Pity, and his Bounty took me, 


If you perſiſt, I ne'er henceforth will ſee you, 


ing Men an Hour of added Life; 
If ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 
Non. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not beat it. 
Pol, Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be filent? 
Deſire firſt taught us Words. Man when created 
At firſt alone, long wander'd up and down, 
Forlorn, and ſilent as his vaſſal- Beaſts; 
But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you appear'd, 
Strange pleaſures fill'd his Eyes and fir'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt talk was Love. 
Mon. The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; 
They were the only Objects of each other, 
Therefore he courted her, and her alone: 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, where : 
There's roving Room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 
Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix, and gaze Ls 
On thoſe dear Eyes; for eyery glance they ſend 
Darts thro” my Soul, and alimoff gives enjoyment. 
Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing ?. 


Then ever I can hope to think to pay. 5 
There always was a Friendſhip *twixt our Families; 
And therefore when my tender Parents dy'd, 


A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his care. 
Pol. Twas Heaven ordain'd it ſo, to make me happy - 
Hence with this peeviſh Virtue, tis a Cheat, 
And thoſe who taught it firſt were Hypocrites 5; 
Come theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yielding, 
Mon. Here on. my Knees by Heaven's bleſt Power I 
ſwear, | a (Knees. 


But rather wander thro* the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid ſcraps at proud Mens doors; 
For tho to Fortune loſt, I'll fill inherit : 

My Mother's Virtues and my Father's Honour. * 
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Pol, Intolerable Vantiy ! your Sex 
Was never in the ri e falſe, 
Or ſilly; ev'n your Drefles are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites! you think 
Of nothing twice! Opinion you have none. 
. To Day y'are nice, to Morrow not fo free; 
Now ſmile, then frown; now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not Why? 
| Virtue you affect, Inconſtancy you practiſe; 
And when your looſe Deſires once get dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt; 
Every rank Fool goes down | 
Mon, Indeed, my Lord, 
I own my Sex's Follies, I have 'em all, 
And to ayoid its Fault, muſt fly ſrom you; 
Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 
As moſt fantaſtic Woman's Wiſh could reach, 
n And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet, 
I'd rather run a Savage in the Woods 
Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled And deform'd, 
As wildneſs and moſt rude negle& could make me, 
| So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſafe 
From the deſtroying Wiles of faithleſs men. (Ex. Mon, 
Pol, Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd Man, 
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him ? 
The luſty Bull ranges thro” all the Field. 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female out, 
Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
It ſhall be ſo, I'll yet poſſefſs my Love. 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded hours; 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart, 
I'th* very Minute when her Virtue nods, 
I'll ruſh upon her in a ſtorm of Love, 
Beat down her Guard of Honour all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys till ev'n Deſire grow ſick; 
Then by long abſence Liberty regain, 
And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. a 
4 Ex. Pol. and Page. 
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ACTIL SCENE I. 
Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants 


Acaſt. T O day has been a Day of glorious ſport. 
| When you, Caſtalio, and your Brother leſt 
me, 

Forth from the Thickets ruſht another Boar, 
So large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, 

They ſeem'd a grove of ſpears upon his Back; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
_ to ego which way he'd lead the Chace, 
Whetting his huge long Tusks, and gaping wide, 

As if he already bad 2 for his "Ry EP ; 
Till brandiſhing my well poiz'd Javelin high, 

With this cold executing Arm I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
Caſt. The Actions of your Life were always wondrou:, 
Acaſt. No Flattery, Boy, an honeſt Man can't live by“. 
It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves | 
Ulſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal; 
If thou haſt Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't, 

Or ſend it to a Court, for there *twill thrive. 

Pol, Why there? 
Acaſt. 'Tis, next to Money, currant there, 

To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are ſorts of Vanities, and Men : 
The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer 
To. ſmooth a poor Man off with that can't bribe him; 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths 
The Humoriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 
Who without ſpleen could ſee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor for his Sermon, 
Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, ; 

Squeeze him by th' hand, and praiſe his good Complexion 
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Pol. Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouciſh, 

Where the Deny vn ught to riſe, and Fools 

Make ſhow. Why fa I vex and chafe my ſpleen, 

Too ſee a gaudy Coxcomb ſhine, when 1 

Have ſeen enough to ſooth him in his Follies, 

And ride him to advantage as I pleaſe? . g 
Acaſt. Who merit ought indeed to riſe i'th' World, 

But no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhould expect. 

What Man of Senſe would.rack his generqus Mind, 

To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 

And Forms of wee force a grave ſlarch d Face, 7 

When he's a very Libe rtin in's Fea t? 

Seem not to know this or that Man 15 publick, 

When privately perhaps they meet togei her, 13 

And lay. the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Ruin, MI 

Such things are done : 
Caſt. Your Lordſhip's Wrongs | have. been pa 

So great, that you with Juſtice may complain 8 

But ſuffer us whoſe younger Minds ge 'er felt 

Fortune's Deceits, to court her as he's fair: 

Were ſhea common Miſtreſs, kind ta all, 

Her Worth ma ple. and bat the Wor . ihe. 
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Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and rain, 
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Caſt. Theſe Precepts ſuit not Mk ative 4 
Methinks 1 would be buſy. 9 ; e 
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Pol. So would 1, 
Not loiter out my Life at home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me leave. 


Acaſt: Buſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men: : " 
Learn how to value Merit tho in Rags, . 


And ſcorn a proud ill- -manner d Knave in Office, 
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Enter Serina, Monimia, and Maid. 
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And all my Honours, i he's moſt dearly . 0 = 
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Welco me, eat the belt lord Man. 1 E 
Welke from all t the Tutmoils, and the ae 3 
Gf certain n and uncertain Fortune z : | 


Welcome as ha py. Tidings after Fears, 5 | 
Cham. 080 5001 butwro Fi: g the es el 0 eite 5 

Should 1 begi in 40 ſpe pet Fu 4 Souf s fo Fa, he eerie 
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Mon. My Brother 19 58 
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Cham, Is ſhe your Daughter? then my heart 418 bid 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption: 
For you have made your ſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have leave to love her. 


Ser. Monimia, thou haſt told me, Men are F 
Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love: 


Is Chamont ſo? No, ſure he's more than Man, al 


Something that's near Divine, and truth dwells in him. 
Acaſi. Thus happy, who would envy rx pak Paw” r, 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities? 
Let there be Joy thro all the Houſe this day! 
In every Room let Plenty flow at large, 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter, 
You haye not viſited the Court, * 
Since your Return:? 
Cham. 1 have no Buſi neſs "AD 5 
I have not ſlaviſh Tertiperance T 
T attend a Fav'rite's Heels, and watch his Smiles, 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 


And thank the Lord that wrong'd me for his Favour.” 
Acaſt. This you could n C his * 


Caſt, I'd ſerye my Prince. 18 We 
Acaſt. Who'd ſerve him: = A it al 
 Caft. I would, my Lord. 9 85 OS 


Pol. And 1, both would. 


Acaſt. Away. | 85 5 
He needs not any Servants ſuch as you! = 
Serve him ! he merits more than, Man can do! 
He is ſo good Praiſe cannot (| peak his Worth: 
So merelful, fare he he'er ſlept i in wrath; 
So juſt, that were he but a private Man, OK 
He could not do 4 Wrong. How would ye ſerve him 2 

Caſt, I'd ſerve him” with n my Fottune here at home, 
And ſerye him with my Perſon in his Wars . 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him, 

Pol. Die for him, 

As every true- born loyal Subject ought, | 3 

Acaſt, Let me embrace you both. Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Anceſtors, Im truly happy, 

For this be ever bleſt my Marriage- Day, 
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You cannot ſerve a nobler; I have ſerv'd him, 
Of many Wounds. I've with this Ton ne proclaim'd 
His Right, even in the Face of rank Rebellion; 


Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
I ruſh'd and cloye the Rebel to the Chine. 


My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten 


Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 

And double bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth, _ Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye ſhall have Buſineſs, when your Maſter wants you; 


In this old Body yet the Marks remain 


And when a foul-mouth'd Traytof once profan'd 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 


Enter Servant. . 


Ser. My Lord, the expected Gueſts are juſt arriv'd, 
Acaſt. Go you, and give em Welcome and Reception, 
5 TS [Ex, Pol. and Caſt. 
Cham. My Lord, I ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
Acaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man 1 loy'd! 
So freely, friendly we convers'd together 
Whate'er it be, with Confidence impart it: 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and. my Sword. 
Cham, I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor your Juſtice: 
Your Bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, 
Acaſi. Prithee, no more of that; it grates my Nature. 
Cham. When our dear Parents dy d, they dy d together, 


One Fate ſurpriz'd em, and one Grave receiy d em: 


My Father with his dying Breath bequeathd 


Her to my Loye : My Mother, as ſhe 


Languiſhing by bim, call'd me to her Side, 
Took me in her fainting Arms. wept, and embrac'd me, 


Then preſt me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my Tears, 


Kiſt em away, ſaid ſhe, Chamont my Son, 
By this and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Monimia, watch her Youth, | 


Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour. , 


Perhaps kind Heayen may raiſe ſome Friend ;--then figh'd, 
1 e 
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 Kiſt me again ſo bleſt us, aad erpftb. 


Pardon my Grief” © i Maul 10910 4 
Acaſt. It ſpeaks an bonelt Nature. den 229141 
Cham. 9 Friend Heaven rais d was vou, you took 

er u * : 

An Infant to 0 beriet w W ortd export, 1 5 5 be N 

And prov'd another Parent. MO. To 
Acaſt I've not wrong'd her, © by 24546 zan. El 


Cham. Far be it from iy Fears. 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument: | 


Cham. My Lord; ny Nature's jealous and beute. 
Acaſt. Go on. 


Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly, - woo 
Good Offices claim Gratitude , and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 
And make us (rather than be thought e 


Pay over- price. 8 


Acaſt, 1 cannot gueſs your Drift; ; 

Diſtruſt you me . 
Cham, No, but I fear her Weakneſs 3 | 

May make her pay a Debt at any rat; bs 

And to deal freely with your Lordſhip's Goodnefs, f 

I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs m. 
Acaſt. Then firſt ri her; and if the Offence be 

Within my reach, tho it frou'd © touch my Nature (found 

In my own Off. ſpring, by the dear Kemrnbrdnce | 

Of thy brave Father? whom my heart rejoic'd i _, 

I'd proſecute it with ſevereſt F 
Cham. I thank you from my Soul. 
Mon. Alas, my Brother! 

What have I done? and why do you abũſe me? 

My Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 


. Acaſt, 


And clouded Brow methinks I ſee my fate: ed 3 


Yoy will not kill me! be 
Cham. Prithee, why Joſt talk ſo ? TIER 
Mon. Look kindly on me then; I cannot bear <1 
Severity; it daunts; and does amaze me. 


My Heart's fo tender, ſhould you charge me rough, 


I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with ſobbing : 
But uſe me gently like a loving Brother,” 
And ſearch thro' all the Secrets of my Soul. 

C 3 | "he Cha. 
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cba. Fear nothing, I will ſhew ek ſelf a Brocher, | 
A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother, tpn he 


Y'ave not forgot our Father? o = , 
Aon. 1 ſhall never. * 
© Cha. Then you'll 1 too, x was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Satndard of his Honour, . 
And priz'd that Jewel more than mines of Wealth: 
He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 
Tho kept in Darkneſs from the World and hidden. 
He could not have forgiven it to himſelf; 
This was the only Portion that he leſt-us; 
And I more glory in't, than if poſſeſsd 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. 
Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely 3 
Now if by any chance, Monimiag | 5 
You have foil'd this Gem, and taken t its Vale 
How will y' account with me? 
Mon. 1 challenge Envy, 
Malice, and all the Practices of Hell, 
To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt - 8 
Unhappy Life, and taint me if they can. 
Cha. Tl tell thee then; three Nights ago, as I 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 
A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dew'd all my Face, and trembling ſeiz d my Limbs, : 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ftarted,, 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear d 
The Form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art, 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, which by turns careſs'd thee 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure : 
I ſnatch'd my ſword, and in the very Moment 
Darted it at the Fantom, ſtraight it left me: 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen : 
1 found my Weapon had the Arras pierc d, 
Juſt where that famous Tale was interwoven, | 
How the unhappy Theban ſlew his Father. 
ion. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected? 
Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, 
I muſt be tortur'd — 


Cha. 
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Cha. enn ne i oo: 
Labour not to be juſtified. too fat: 
Hear a, and then let Juſtice hold the Scale: 
What follow d was the Riddle that confounds me: 
Thro' a cloſe Lane, as I purſu'd my Journey, 
And meditated on the laſt night's Viſion, | 

I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, 
Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to her ſelf, 

Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold Palſy;ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd, 
And on her, crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrap 
The tatter'd Remnaat of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 

W hich ſery'd to keep her Carcaſe from the Cold, 
So there was nothing of a- piece about her; 

Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſely patch'd 

With diffrent colour'd Rags, dlack, red, white, yellow, 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of Wretchedneſs; 
I askt her of my way which ſhe inform'd me; 

Then crav'd my Charity, and bid me baften 

| To fave a Siſtet at that Word I ſtarted. 

Mon. The common Cheat of Beggars every Day ! 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Prophecy aad telling Fools their Fortunes. 

Cha. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 
As in it bore great circumſtance of Truth; 

Caſtalio and Polydors, my Siſter. N 
Mon. Hah! e e 

Cha. What alter d! does your Courage fail you? 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was heneſt; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them 
Thy Honour at a fordid Game. 

Mon. I will, | 3 
I muſt ; ſo hardly my Misfortune loads me, 

That both have offer d me their Loves moſt true, 

Cha. And 'tis as true too, they have both undone thee. 
Mon. Tho they both with earneſt Vows 
Have preſt my Heart, if &er in thought I yielded 
To any but Caffanln? | tt 
Cha. But Caſtaly ! | 

Mon. Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe ! 
Yes, I confeſs that he was won my Soul 5 

LE y 
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By — Love, nd bonomsble Vbwirz 

Which he this Da ppointed to compleat, 1 

And make inſets bf by h oly Marriage r 
Cha: Art thou then bop Poe -haſt' thou ſtill preferys 

Thy Virtue” white without'a blot urithinred??' © © 

Mon. When I'm unchaſte, may Heayen reject 1 my 

Prayers! 9 5 „99 

Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
Cha. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer by me. 

Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man, 

And let not Marriage bait thee to thy Aue 

Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 5 , 

Diſſembling, ſubtle,” cruel and unconſtant:: 

When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 

But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee. 

1 charge thee let no. more Caſtalio ſooth thee ; 

Avoid it as thou would'ſt pteſerve the Peace 

Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Bout my rk precious. E 
Mon, I Will. ; 
Cha. e as Fold, when next you meer; as great 

ones 92 

When Merit begs, 3 ſhale thou ee how foog 

His Heart will cool, and all hisPains grow eaſy. [Ex. Cha. 
Mon. Yes, I will try him, torture him ſeverely; 

For, Oh Caſtalio ] thou too much baſt wrong'd ms, 

In leaving me to Poly dore's ill uſage. ' 

He comes, and now for once, O Love ſtand: neuter, 

Whilſt a hard Part's perform'd ! For I muſt tempt, 

Wound his ſoft 0 tho my own Abart akes * * 

a Ex. 


Enter Caſtalio. 


Caſs. Monimia, Monimia, ſhe's gone, 

And ſeem'd to part with anger in her Eyes; 

Jam a Fool, and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 

She uſes me already like a Slave 

Faſt bound in Chains to be chaſtis'd at will; 

*T was not well done to trifle with my Brother: 

I might have truſted him with all the ſecret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhowa it bare. . 

* But 
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zut then he loves her too; but not like me: 

I am a doating honeſt Slave, deſign'd F 
For Bondage, Marriage-bonds, which I have ſworn 

To wear: it is the only thing Leer 4 
Hid from his knowledge; andhe'll ſuce forgive 

The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Frien 

NETS to Loye, and all its little follies, 


Enter Polydore, and Page at the Dior. 


Pol. Here place your ſelf, and watch my Brother 
throughly ; - 


If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make . 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
Paſs not one-Circumſtance without remark : 


Sir, tis your 9G, do't and bring me Word. {Eos Pol. 
Enter Monimia, 


_ Caſt, Ag my Angel, 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, 


To droop and mourn the abſence of my Mate. 


When thou art from me eyery Place is deſart; 


And I, .methinks, am falvage and forlorn: 
Thy Preſence only is can make me bleſt, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Mon. Oh the bewüching Tongues of faithleſs Men ! 
Tis thus the falſe Hyena makes her moan, 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 5 


Lour Sex are fo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 


With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made your: 9 f 
Caſt. What means my Love Oh, how have Ldeſery 4 
This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys! 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baleful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky, 
I feel *em chill me to the very Heart. 
Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Caſtalia, moſt forlorn * 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith. 
My Heart is fixt, ad you ſhall arg: t no o mares 


Caſt 


The Or HAN; _— 


| Caſt, Who told you fo ? What Hell bred Villain dur 
Profane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? 8 

Mon. Your Brother, knowing on what terms I'm her 
Th* unhappy Object of your Father' $ Charity, 
Licentiouſſy diſcours d o me of Love, 

And durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion, mo 13 

Caſt. Tis I have been to blame, and only I, 

Falſe to my Brother and unjuſt to the. 

For, oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
Taxt me with mine, and claim'd a Right above me? 
Mon. And was your Love ſo very tame to ſhciok, 

Or rather than looſe him, abandon me? 5 

Caſt. I. Knowing him precipitate and raſh, 
To calm his Heat, and to coficeal my odd 
Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 2 
Talkt as he talkt, and granted all he asd; 

Leſt he in Rage might have our Loves betray 4d, 
And I for ever had Monimia. loft, 

Mon. Couid you then? did you? can you. own it * ah 
'Twas poorly done, unworthy of your ſelf, | 
And I can never think you meant me fair, © 2 8 

Caſt. Is this Monimia? ſuerly no ! till no 
I ever thought her Doye-like, foft and kind. 1 Iu #h 
Who cruſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt >. 
You were made fair on urpoſe. to undo WW... * 
W hilſt greedily we ſnat« thealluring mn 
And neer diſtruſt the Poiſon that it hides. 
= When Love ill-plac'd would find : a means | to 

reak. | 

Caft, It never wants Pretences nor mak.” 15 

Mon. Man therefore was a Lord - like Creature th, 
Rough as the Winds, and as inconſtant too: 
A loſty Aſpect given him for Command, 
Eaſily foftned when he would betray : IE 
Like conquering Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, © FI 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while; a 1 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, 8 lea ve ; 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte, ' * | 
If fo, caſtalio, you have ſerv'd my Heart, LITE 

1 find that Defolation ſettled there, TIN" 
And 1 ſhall ne'er recoyer Peace again, 
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| Caſt. Who can hear this and bear an equal Mind! 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go; 
But, Oh Monimia, when th haſt baniſnt meme... 
No creeping Slave, tho tractable and dull. 
As artful Woman for her ends would chuſe, 8 ud 
Shall ever dote as I have done: For Oh! 
5 No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell, 
* 'Tis Heav'n to haye thee, and without thee Hell. 
| Mon. Caſtalia ! ſtay, we, muſt not part. I find 
MW My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apaee;, 
> {MW Theſe little Quarrels Loye mult needs forgive, 
; They rouſe up drowſy thoughts, and wake my Soul. 
Oh! charm me with the Muſick. of, thy Tongue; 
I'm ne'er ſo bleſt, as when I: hear thy VoW WW e 
And liſten tothe Language of ahy Heart!! oooh 
Caſt. Where am I? ſurely Paradiſe is round; me! 
| Sweets planted by, the 90g of Heaven grow. here, 
And every Senſe is. full of: thy Perfection. 2 2404 1914 
70 hear thee ſpeak might calm a- mad Man's Frenzy, 
; Tin by attention he forgot bis ſorraws zz PHY 
a But to behold thy Eyes, th amazing Beauties 1700 
Might make him rage again with Love, as 1 do- 
| To touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, ju! 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece! 
Sure framing thee Heav'n took unuſual Care, 
As its own Beauty it deſi nd thee fair, ene in 
And form'd thee by the beſt loved Angel there.  [Fx..; 
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Enter Polydore, and Page. 

*- 5% T Fo; 5 "rf 222 T3 Ho ſt DS, 5 INS, 

Pl. XW ERE they kin Fe eee A 
An Meds ll rata oe ik: LG fi 


E 
Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew diſturd'd, pero fb 237A 21H 
Each thought the other Wrong'd, yet both ſo haughty, 


- * 
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Pol. But what ſueceeded? 10 
Pag. Ob, twas wondrous A 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was Faſt, | 
A gentle calm of Love facceeded it; 
 Monimia ſigh'd and bluſtt, Caffatio Were! 
As you, My LOW 1 * did 
To m er in Grove, 
When I e Een e your Page. 
Pol. Happy Caftats! Now, bps ay 8 rn uh. 
warde Soul, thar lang uiſhes & 008 
I'll have her ver of my bk hopes © wit; | 
| she ſhall be mine in ſpnte of all bes Nees” | 1 alu: NY 
But for Caftativwby was F refus'd? ?: YT 85 g 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play, ge 
Traduc'd my Henour? Death! he durff not dot, 
| It muſt be — — parted, and he met her, 
| Half te eo ee brought by me, "3: 
| Her ſinking Virtue tiff The Fes | quit 9 F 
So Po 5 baſeſy piek u tid are” 2112 5 LE 
W hill the fair Hanter”s'c heared'of” bis ri. oy 0 
eien eee 03-202 72 7 125 1 
pol. Go to your „tember pee our TY 1 
Find out fome Song to pleaſe me, th tel 17 
Womens Hypoeri es, their ſubtle Wies, 
. — fer d Tears, FllconllSltles, 


aA i eh 


— 
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7 


Their pa s, ard corrupted Minds, 
e fa, by 0 their Follies, and "heir ee 
8 r n 


Serv. Oh the unhappieſt en we eder told! 
Pol. The matter! - 


Serv. Oh! your Father, my good Maſfer, . 
As with: "his Guelts he fer in oy nl es ö * 3 
And 'thasd the Goblet found the jo yful Board, 

A ſadden trembling feiz“ d on all 10 Limbs, #4 

His Eyes diſtorted grew, his Viſage pale! Na 
His. Speech forſook. him; Life it fel ſeem'd fled, ® 
And all bis Friends are waiting now about him. us 


Enter | 


ter 


Your Brother! where's Caſtalio ? „ 


I hope they'll pardon an unbappy Fault. "Wh 44 at 31 
M' unmannerly infirmity has made! 2 
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Ener Acaſto laning on bo. ' 1 


3 Cos 


4 2441 Da: As K 


Acaſt. 8 me, give me Air, Tod ee 
'Twas but a flip decaying Nature made, 
For ſhe grows weary near her Journey 's.end.. 
Where are my Sons? come nor, my polydere | 


Serv. My Lord, 4 RE eee KY 

I've ſearch'd; as you commanded, all the Hove, * 

He and Monimia are not to be found. 3 2 
Acaſt Not to be found, then where are alt ap Friends? 4 
"tis well 


Death could not come in a more welcome Hout, 74 
For l'm prepar'd to meet him, and metbinks 1115 
Would live and. die with all my F Friends a out me. ; 


Enter aſtalio. 1 8 


Caſt, Angels 8 y deareſt Bache tin 
Bleſs it with long and uninterrupted Days! 
Oh! may he live till Time itſelf deca rr 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offer nd. him L. Jo 

Acaſt, Tbank you, Caſtalio; give me doch thy! Hinds 
And bear me up, I'd walk; ſo now: methinks e 
I appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 3 95 
Supported by the Pillars he had N IN 

Caſt. My Lord, your Chaplain. „„ 

Acaſt. Let the good Man enter. | 

Chap, Heay'n guard your Lordſhip, and relied 

Acaſt. I have provided for thee i 1 die: e I 
No fawning ! tis a ſcandal to thy Office. | 


My Sons, as thus united, ever live; o 


And for th' Eſtate, you'll find when I am dead 
J have divided it betwixt you both 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love; * 1 
Only to ſweet Monimia I've bequeath'd | 555 
Ten thouſand Crowns a little Portion for ber, 3 
To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. 


D Bo 
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Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind unſound, 
His Spleen o'er-weighs his Brains; but above all 
Avoid the Politick, the factious Foo] | 


9 


The bufy, buzzing, talking harden'd Knave, | 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that ſins againſt his Reaſon, 


Calls ſawcy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, _ 

And Mutiny the Dictates of his, Spirit. 

Be very careful how you make new Friends 
Men read not Morals now, it was a Cuſtom 
But all are to their Fathers Vices born 
Apd in their Mothers Tonorance are breed. 
Let Matraige be the laft niad thing ye doo. 
For all the Sins and Follies of- the paſt, 
If you have Children, never give them knowledge 
*'Twill ſpoil their Fortune, Fools are all the faſhion. 
If yave Religion, keep it to your ſelyes, _ 


4 


Atheiſts will elſe mal e uſe' of Toleration, | | 
And laugh ye out on't; never ſhew Religion, Sms 
Except ye mean to paſs.for Knaves of Conſcience, 
And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeſt, 
Serin. My Father! 3 
Acaſt. My heart's Darling! 

Serin. Let my Knees... 


Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes haye reſt, 


But wake ind weep till Heaven reſfore my Father! 


1 


7 


's $346 3 > 11. 2 . 8 9 = 1 | 
\"Acaſe." Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Propers are an- 
For thou'rt a Wondrous extract of all Goodneſs, (ſwer'd, 


Born for my joy, and 


no pain's felt when near thee, 
Chamont ! FFP 

Cha. My Lord, may't prove not an unlucky Omen! 
Many I ſee are waiting round about you, he: 
And I a m come to ask a Bleſſing to0.: 

44 fl. May'ſt thou be happy!  — 

, , on; 

Acaſt. In all thy Wiſhes! 


cha. Confirm me ſo, and make this fair one mine. 


I am unpractis'd in the Trade of Courtſhip ; 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art. 
Onſets in Love ſeem belt like thoſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolutg, and done with all the force; _ 


od. 


80 
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But keep thy Eyes from wandring, Man of Frailty ; 


They ne'er ſhall ver me more, not troubl e yu. * 


Let me have Muſick then to lull and chaſe Wu 1 25 
This melancholy thought of Death away. 
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So 1 would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the abundance of my Soul. 

Acaſt. What ſays Serina? canſt thou Love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour, and to Honour bredpj; 
One that has learnt to treat ey'n Foes with idee 
To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf. 

Serin. Oh! name not Love, for that's ally'd to Joy, 
And Joy muſt be a ſtranger to my Heart, 

W hen you're in danger. May Chamont's good Fortune | 
Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid! 

Whilſt I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt, 
Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at his Virtues, | 

Acaft. Chamont, purſue her, conquer and poſh her, 
And as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 
Shall be thy Lot. 


„ 2 . 
. + % 


Beware the dang'rous Beauty of the wanton, ___ _ + 
Shun their enticements; Ruin like a Vulture 
Waits on their Conqueſts : Falſhood too's their bun, 
They put falſe Beauty off to all the World. „ 
Uſe falſe endearments to the Fools that love ? em, 
And when they inarry to their liſly Husbands 
They bring filſe Virtue, broken Fame, and ese, 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord? 
Pol. Ves, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk 7 
Acaſt. e you told me of ſome doubts that preſt 
Are you yet ſatisfied that I'm your Friend? (you; 
Cha. My Lord, I would not loſe that fats ation 5 
For any bleſſing I could wiſh for- N N 


"Zi BOT 7e 
As to my Fears already I have loſt em; J 


1:5 1 4805 
4 2 
Acaſt. 1 thank Jou. Dau hter 798 mu t do. ſo too. 
My Friends, tis late, een AY 
For my diſorders ſeem all paſt od; Over, „„ 
And 1 methinks begin to feel new Health, | 


Caſt, Would you but reft, it might reſtore yo ie 
Acaſt. Yes, I'll to bed; old Men muſt (arr 


& * „ e 4 


Good night, my Friends, Heaven guard. ye a1} Good 
e 


D 2 1 To 
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To morrow early we'll ſalute the Day, 
Find out new pleaſures, and redeem loſt Time. 
[Ex. all but Chamont and Chaplain, 

Cha; Viſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a word With Jou. 
Chap. With me, Sir? 
Cha. If you're at leiſure, Sir, we'll watts an hour; 

'Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and 'twill be Charity 

To dend your Converſation to a Stranger. 


Chap. Sir, ou. are a Soldier. | 
Oba. Ves. 


Chap. 1 obs a Soldier, 
And had been one myſelf, but that my Parents 


bo Would make' me what 1 ou fee, of ©. et. lam hopelh, 
For all I wear black. 7 A LY dl 


* a 5 . 'L- 


Cha. And*that's a Wonder, 


Have you bad long.dependance « on this Family } & Wis 
Cha. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my time 's 
Spent pleafantly. My 17 5 not hayghty, or jMperious, 
Nor I gravely whimſic be bas good Mie, 
And have Flangers: 3 5 
His Sons tod axe civil to me, enn 6 
1 do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; ; 9 44 
I meddle with no Man's buſineſs but my owns 
I rife HA Môrning early, 1 entre . Ha 
Eat and drink chearfully "live r 
Toke wo m ene lures freely, | | 

So meet with! reſp! and 20 not the 1 of tn 
a "ee m.glad 5 you.; are ſo happy + ; 

A pfexfatt HP low this,” 204 ay be uſeſyl.” (u. 
* you my Ae, th e O ha W 
Chap. I did, And was mol ; ſorry when wel loft bim. 


Ch ob 75 digt thou love him 
85 E505 Ny Þody lovd im; | beſides he was m 
Maſter's Friend. 6 
| cha, J could embrace t| thee * that very Notion. 
| 4 Fe Sie 9 5 wy Father, could think 


e vldft F t be an Enemy to me. 
Tan e 10 | 


bor l $ Foe. 
ell Then? prithee te me; 


Think 51 thou the Lord Caftalio loves, my Sit? i 


Nay,” never Mart. Some, * 1 know thy, .. 


+ 


TIE A ˙ 


de. 


Opens thee all the Secrets of the Family; 

Then if thou art honeſt, uſe this Freedom 6 ay. | 51.3 
Chap. Love your Siſter ! EE : r 
Cha. Ay, love her. WEST 2 26 old 107 
Chap. Sir, I never askt him, de 

And wonder you ſhould ask it me. 

Cha. Nay, but thou'rt an Hy poctite, is chere not one 
Of all thy Tribe that's honeſt in your Schools? 
The pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves; | nr 
Ye all live loathſome ſneaking ſervile Lives, 

Not free enough to practiſe generous Truth, 

Tho ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Chap. I would deſerye a better thought from you... 18 
Cha, If thou would'ſt have me not contemn thy Office 

And Character, think all thy Bretbren Knaves,, 

Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt profeſlor: RIC 

Inform me; for I tell thee, Prieſt, I'll know. 

Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong'd her. 

Cha. How wrong'd her? have a Care: For. this ihr 
A Scene of miſchief to undo us all. FE 2 
But tell me, wrong'd her ſaid'ſt thou? 2 

Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. | 

Cha. This is a Secret worth a. Monarch's fortune: | 
What ſhall I give thee for't! thou dear Phyſician. 
Of ſickly Souls, unfold this Riddle 0 me, 

And comfort mine——— 

Chap. I would hide nothing ſrom you willingly: 


| Cha. Nay, then again thou' rt honeſt, Rk hon 
-- tell met .- 


Chap. Yes, if 1 17 

cha. Why what affrights thee ? 

Chap. You do, | 
Who are not to be truſted with the Secret. | 

Cha. Why I am no Fool. 5 ; | : 
Chap. So indeed you ſay. 

Cha. Prithee be ſerious then 


— 1 
4x4 * 


Chap. You ſee 1 am ſo, ts An 


425 hardly ſhall be mad enough to Night 
To truſt you with my Ruin. 
Cha. Art thu chen | 
Sy far concern'd in't? What has been thy Office ? 
D 3 Curſe 
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Cue on that formal ſteddy Villain' s ; Kg; ' 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds Jobk ; Nay, Bawds, ha 177 
Can pray upon occaſion, talk K Heav'n 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at es eff. 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prielt. 
Art thou a Bawd? 
Chap. Sir, I'm not often us'd thus, 
Cha. Be Juſt NW. 
 _ Chap. 80 be to the Truſt 

That's laid upon uwe. 
Cha. By the reverenc'd soul 3 
Of that great choneſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 
And if Leer reveal it to thy wrong, 
May this good Sword ne'er do me right in Battle! 
May I neer know that bleſſed peace of Mind, 
| = dwells in good and pious Men like thee ! 


opt: I th Temper” $ moy'd, and I will troſt your 


* Witt 3 
58 *T will; but if it ever eape Jou —— e 
Cha. It never ſhall. 5 
Chap. Swear then. 
Cha. I do by all | 
That's dear to me, by th! Honour of my Name, ; 
And of that Power J ſerve;-it never ſhall, 
Chap. Then this good Day, when all the Houſe was buſy. 
mow Mirth, and kind Rejoicing fill'd each Room, 
was walking in the Grove I met them. 
LEN: What met them in the Grove together? tell me. 
How? walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying? hah! _ 
| Chap. I by their own Appointment met them there, 
Receiv'd their Marriage-Vows, and join'd their Hands, 
Cha. How! Married! „ 
T EY ROE DU... ny | 
Cha. Then my Soul's at best, 8 | 
But why would you delay fo! Jong to give it? 5 
Chap. Not knowing what Reception. it may Fa, 
With old Acaſto, may be I was z00 cautious 
To truſt the ſecket⸗ ——_— 
- Cha, What's the Cauſe | a 
J cannot ot gueſs, tho * tis my. Aber“ Honcur. ; 
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The Vn ha f Marriage. 1 
| do not like this Marriage | PE RS BI 
Hudd!'d i*th* dark, and done at too much a Ventures. | 
The Buſineſs Jooks,with an unlucky Face. 
Keep ſtill the Secret; for it.neer ſhall 'ſcape me, 

Not ev'n to them, the new-match'd Pair. Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend, [Ex. 


Enter Caſtalio, and Monimia. 


* 


No matter what's contriv'd or who conſulted, _ 

Since my Monimia's mine; tho' this ſad Look 

Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, | * 

Elſe, prithee, tell me why that Look caſt down ? 

Why that ſad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking? 
Mon. Caſtalio, | am thinking what we've done, 

The Heavenly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to Day! 

For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 

And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 

As the good Prieft pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 

Paſſion grew'big and I, could not forbear, ap 

Tears drown'd my Eyes, and trembling feiz'd my Soul. 

| What ſhould that mean? 

| Caft. Oh thou art tender all! 

Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature! 

When a ſad ſtory has been told, I've ſeen _ 

Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, | 

Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds; 

But now let fear be baniſht, think no more 

Of Danger, for there's ſafety in my Arms; 

Let them receive thee : Heav'n grows jealous now, 

Sure ſhe's too good for any Mortal Creature! | 

I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ey'n to Madneſs, 

But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs? _ | 

The Night's far ſpent and Day draws on apace; 

| To bed my Love and wake till I come thither. FE: 
Pol. So hot my Brother?  {Polydore az the Door. 
Mon. Twill be jmpoſlible : 1 1 

You know your Father's Chamber's-next to mine, 

And the leaſt noiſe will certainly alarm him. 


Caſt. Impoſlible } impoſſible } alas! 


Caſt. Yo Chamont, and.the Chaplain ! ſure is they $ 


Is't 
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Is't poſſible to live one Hour without N55 
Let me behold thoſe Eyes; they'll tell me truth. 
Haſt thou no Tonging ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 
Cold iey Virgin? No; thou'rt alter'd quite... 
Haſte, "haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy wiſhes, 
Mon. Tis bu: one Night, my Lord, I pray be rul'd, 
_ Caſt, Try if th'aſt Pow'r to ſtop a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; 
And when that's done 1'Il-conquer my Deſires. 
No-more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the Sign? 
When ſhall 1 come? Per e to my Joys VI ſteal, 
As if I ne'er had paid my * for them. 3 
Mon, Juſt three ſoft rokes upon the Chanber Pons | 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance: 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word, for if you on. 
Tis ſurely heard, and all will be berray'd. 93 
„ doubt i it not Monimia, our md 
Shall be as ſilent as th' Extatick Bliſs 
Of Souls, that by Intelligence converſe: 
Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes droyn.,_.__ 
Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r difſoly'd*. 
Away, my love; rſt take this kiſs, Now baſte, 
I long for that to ne, yet grudge each Minute att 
Ex. Wo 
My Brother wandring too ſo late this Way! . 
Pol. Caſtalio 
Caſt. My Polydore, tow doſt thou ? 
How does our Father ? is he well recover'd? 
Pol. I left him happily repos'd to Reſt; 
He's \\i!i as gay as if his Life were Young. . 
But how does fair Monimia ? 
Caſi. Doubtleſs well. 
A eruel Beauty with her Conquſt pleas'd 
Is always joyful, and her Mind in Health _ 
Pol. Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 
May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould? N 
Caſt. She's not Woman elſe: | 
Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious. hoping 5 
Wave in à barren Defart ſtray'd too long. 1 
Pol. Vet may Relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover: all the Field, 
Met ye to Day? : 


. 


Caſt. No, ſhe vhs {till avoided me, 


| Her Brother too is jealous of her grown, 


And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh l'd never meddled with the matter, 
And would enjoin thee Polydare— — 

Pol. To what ? 

Caſt. To leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf; 

Pol. What quit my Love? as ſoon I'd. quit y Poſt 
In fight, and like a Coward kun away. 

No, by my Stars, I' chaſe her till ſhe yields |; 
To me, or weet her Reſcue in another. 

Caſt, Nay, ſhe.has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues 
Of mighty Lings and ſet the World at odds; 5 
But I have wondrous Reaſons on my ſide, Goa Sed 
That would perſwade thee, were they known. 

Pol. Then ſpeak 'em. | 

What are they ? came Fe to her Window here 
To learn 'em now? Caſtalio, have a care; 
Uſe honeſt dealing with your Friend and 3 
Believe me, l'm not with my Love ſo blinded, | 
But can diſcern your purpoſe to Wale me. e 24) 
Quit your Pretences to her 819 

Caſt. Grant I do, 

You love Capitulations, ede, | 75 ; 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 

Pol. Youſay you've Reaſons, Why are they conceals ? 

Caſt, To morrow I may tell you, | 
It is a matter of ſuch. Circumſtance, | 
As I muſt well conſult e'er I reveal: 

But prithee, ceaſe to think 1 would abuſe thee, | 
Till more be known. RT OE 

Pol. When you Caſtalio, 8 

To meet Monins ia unknown to me, 

And then deny it ſlaviſnly, I'll ceaſe 

To think Caftalio faithleſs to his Friend. 

Did I not ſee. you part this yery Moment ? 
Caſt. It ſeems you've watch'd me than 25 

Pol. I ſcorn che Office. = 

Caſt, Prithee, avoid a thing, thou may a cations: 

Pol, That is henceforward making es with ous. 


Caſt, 
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Caſt. May, if y'are angry, Pltyteve good night. 
[Ex x, Caſt, 
Pol. Good Night, caſtalio, if y*are in ſuch haſte, 
He little thinks I've overheard th* Appointment, 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 
Then come and take poſſeſſion of my Love. 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 
Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 
Ob! for a means now how to counterplot 
And diſappoint this happy Elder Brother. 
In every thing we do, or undertake, N 
He ſoars above me, mount what height I can, 


And keeps the ſtart he got of me in Birth, 
—— .. 4 


Enter Page. 


Pag. My Lord! | | 1 Ag 
Pol. Come hither, Boy; ” 0 
Thou haſt a pretty forward viel TR 16 
And may'ſt in time expect Neben cintl hs” . 19 
Pretend to Secrecy, cajole and flatter . 
Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures?" = rol 

Pag. My Lord, I could do any thing for Jeu, 45 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. 
Command, whate'er's your Pleafure I obſerve. 
Be it to run, or watch, or to conv ex - 
 ALetterto a beauteous Lady's Boſom; 75 
At leaſt 1 am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 
Pol. Tis pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be employ'd. go 
Go to my Brother, he's in's Chamber now 
Undreſſing and preparing for his ret, 
Find out ſome Means erp him up a while, 
Tell him a pretty Story that may pleaſe 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 
If he ſhould ask of thee, tell him I'm gone 
To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure, _ 
Whether he'll hunt to morrow. Well faid Polydore; 
Diſſemble with my Brother: That's one Point. 
But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; 
Or if he chance to walk again this way, 


Follow 


And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 


The Unhappy Marriage. 


rollow and do not 5 him but ſeem fond 

To do him little offices of Service, 

Perhaps At laſt it may offend bim; then 

Retire and wait till I come in. Away: 

Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. | | 
pag. Doubt not, my Lord: he has been always kind 

To mez would often ſet me on his Knees; 


47 


| Then give me Sweet-meats, call m 1 of t Ni Boy, 


And ask me what the Maids talk'd of at Ni gl.. 
Pol, Run quickly then, and proſperous bet thy Wiſhes. 
LEx. Page | 
Here I'm alone and fit fs Miſchief; now | 
To cheat this Brother, wil't be boneſt, that 
I heard the Sign ſhe order d him to give? 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to chan e 


The happy Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio ! 


She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, . 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he, be; 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 


| Than Senſe can think, all looſen'd into Joy, 


To hear my diſappointed Brother come, 

What a malicious Pleaſure will that be! 

Juſt three ſoft Strokes againſt the Chamber-Door : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word, for if you ſhould, 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray d. 

How 1 adore. a Miſtreſs that contrives. 


| With care to lay the Buſineſs of her Jags! 


One that has Wit to charm the very Soul, 3 10 
And give a double Reliſn to Delight! | 
Bleſt Heav'n, aſſiſt me but in this dear Hour, 


| And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 


Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you Hens. 

Monima ! Monimia ! [Gives the þ he zn. 
Maid. (at the Window.) Who's chere! a 
Pol. Vis T4: i; 3 
Maid. My Lord caſialio? 
Pol, The lame, 

How does my Love, my dear Monimia ? 
Maid. Oh! 

She wonders much at your unkind delay, 

You're 
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| You've ſtaid fo long, that at each little Noiſe SY 


h 2 little 
The Wind but makes, ſhe asks if you are coming. 


no 


Pol, Tell her I'm here, and let the Door be open's, 0 
Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now 100 ae, a 
Thy ſelf ſtrange Stories of a promis'd Bliſs. f 

bots +... [The Door unbolis Bu 
It opens, hah! What means my trembling Fleſh! 
Limbs, da your Office and fupport me well. 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can, 
Enter Caſtalio, and Page, 
Pag. Indeed, my Lord, *will be a lovely Morning, 
Pray let us hunt. 5 Ye 
| Caft. Go you're an idle Pratler, 
I'll tay at home to morrow, if your Lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds : go leave me, te! 


pag. II! wait upon your Lordſhip, : 
Caſt. No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted, WWW A 
My Senſes too are quite diſrob'd of thoughts 
And ready all with me to go to Reſt, ' | 
Good night: commend me to my Brother, 
. You never heard the laſt new Song 1 tearn'dyy 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed. 
Of my Lord and my Lady, you know who, that were caught | 
Together, you know where, My Lord, indeed it is. 


Caff. You muſt. be whipt, Youngſter, if you get ſuch 80 


< - 
892 4 


Songs as thoſe are. What means 


This Boy's impertinence to Night: 
Pag. Why, what muſt I ſing, pray, my dear Lord! 
Caſt. Pſalms; CHI, Phang! OOO 
Pag. Oh dear me! Boys that go to School learn Pſalms, 
But Pages that are better bred, ſing Lampoons, 
Caf. Well, leave me, I'm weary, ©7000 
Pag. Oh! but you promis'd me laſt time I told you what 
Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that ſne 
garter'd them above her Knee, chat 580 would give ion 
| | | - little 


Pg 
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little Horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo you did. Nl tell you 
no more Stories, except you keep your Word with me. 
Caſt. Well, go, you Trifler, and to morrow ask me. 
pag. ludeed my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. 
Caſt. Why, were you inſtructed to attend me?? 
pag. No, no, indeed, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 
But 1 know what I know. 9 | Oy 
Caſt. What doſt thou know Death! what can all this 
mean? e 5 
Paz. Oh! I know who loves ſomebody, 
Caſt. What's that to me, Boy ® 
Pag. Nay, I know who loves you too. 
Caſt. That's a wonder, prithee tell it me. | 
pag. That tis I know who=——but will 
You give me the Horſe then? 
| Caſt, I will, my Child. 5 
pag. It is my Lady Monimia, look you; but don't you 
tell her l told you, ſhe' ll give me no more Play- things then. 
heard her ſay ſo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man. 0 
Caſt. Talkt ſhe of me when in her bed, Cordelio? 
Pag. Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too; 
ed, And ſhe did ſo ſigh, and ſo look with her Eyes; - ' 
| And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have found 
In my Heart to have beat 'em, for they made me aſham'd, 
Caſt. Hark, what's that Noiſe? 3 
Take this, be gone, and leave nme. [Ex: Pag. 
| You Knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. 
Surely it was a Noiſe, Hiſt —only Fancy, 
For all is huſnt, as Nature were retir'd, 
And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ftill : 
Sd much ſhe from her Work appears to ceaſe, 
And every Warri ng Element's at peace, 
All the wild Herds are in their Coverts coucht; 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair'd, 
And to the murmurs of the Waters ſleep, 
The feeling Air's at reft and feels no Noiſe, 
Except of ſome Imäſl Breaths among the Trees, 
Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon em. 
'Tis now that guided by my Love 1 go, 
To take e of Monimia's Arms, 
dure Polydor's by this time gone to Bed. 
"ra 


' 
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At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 

To make a Vilit to his hoarded Gold, F | 

And feaſt his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon: [ Knoch. 

She hears me not, ſure ſhe already ſleeps, 

Her Wiſhes could not brook ſo long Delay, 

And her poor Heart has beat itſelf to reſt, | Knocks again, 

- Monimia ! my Angel—hah—not YC frm 

How long's the ſofteſt Moment of Delay [Knocks again, 

To a heart impatient of its pangs like mine, 

In fight of eaſe and panting to the Goal? 

Once more F 
Maid. Who's there, | | 

That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reſt ? 

Cafe. Tis 1. | $ | 

Maid. Who are you, what's your Name? 

_ Caſe, Suppoſe | 

The Lord Caftalio. 

Naid. I know you not, 

The Lord Caſtalio has no buſineſs here. 

Caſt. Hah ! have a care, what can this mean? 
Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to Monimia fly; 

Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. | 
Maid. Who cer ye are, you may repent this outrage, 

My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd, Good Night! 

Caſt. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall; go, I'm in haſte, 
And bring her tydings from the State of Loye,, 
Th'are all in conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows. 
Maid. Sure the Man's mad, tet 
Caft. Or this will make me ſo; | 

Obey me, or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, 

Vl ſcale the Window and come in by Force, 

Let the ſad Conſequence be what it will: ; 

This Creature's trifling Folly makes me mad. 

Maid My Lady's anſwer 1s, you may depart, 

She ſays ſhe knows you: you are Polydore, 

Sent by Caftalio, as you were to Day, 

T' affront and do her Violence again. 

Caſt. I'll not belieye't. 73 

Maid. You may, Sir. 

Caſt, Curſes blaſt thee! 


e, 
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Maid. Well 'tis a fine cool Evening, and J hope 
May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. | 
Good Night. | 

Caſt. And farewel all that's juſt in Woman? 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick t' abufe 
My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind; _ 
Sure now ſh'has bound me faſt, and means to lord it, 
To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will, | 
Till by degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool 
For all her future uſes, Death and Torment! 
'Tis impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 


Oh 1 could grow ey'n wild, and tear my Hair, 


'Tis well, Monimia, that the Empire's ſhort; 


Let but to morrow, but to morrow come, 


And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my wrong 55 
Till al be this Jeteſted Place wy Be. [ Lies down, 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's I1ls, | 
Laugh at my ſelf, and curſe th'inconſtant Sex; 

Faithleſs Monimia ! Oh Monimia! by 


— 


Enter Erneſto. 4 


Exn. Either 


My Senſe has been deluded, or this way" 
I heard the found of Sorrow, 'tis late Night, | 
And none, whoſe Mind's at peace would wander now. 
Caf. Who's there? e A 
Ern, A Friend. 
Caſt. If thou art ſo, retire, | 
And leave this Place, for 1 would be alone, 
Ern. Caflalio! My Lord, why in this Poſture, 


S:retch'd on the ground? your honeſt true old Seryang, 


Your poor Erneſto cannot ſee you thus; 
Riſe I beſeech you. 
Caſt. If thou art Erneflo, 
As by thy honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be 
Once leave me to my folly, 
Ern. I can't leave you, 5 
And not the Reaſon know of your Diſorder. 
Remember how when young lin my Arms. _ 
Haye often born you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 
L 7 * 


— - 


3 0 — — q - ; — vw —_— 4 5 
4 y 2 — rn Noe we — 2 — — 2 . 3 — - £5 ny > "2 6 5 
+ 8 — — — — — a * . a 2 - - wn ns — — RED 1 — - - 
— — EOS — n - — ——— - —— — ——— hs _ g 
4 2 — . ——— 998 na * — —— a 8 —_— * hn. - g — N — — — Ir — — 2 
D . - 4 * r — — = — — - — 8 — ae = = 
- O28 = —— * n n 1 L ———ů — o * Sy DP 2 — — — — 
- # ow. 6 : — of 8 2 2 — 5 * n 
... SED, — . 442 Uh > 2 — — 
8 1 of * N —— — — — — Fr. 
: - a r * 
-— 7 * "Wy * 


2 And 


52 The ORPHAN; or, 


And ſought an early ſhare in your Affectiou; 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 

Caſt, Thou canſt not ſerve me. 

Ern. Why? -: bo es 

Caſt. Becauſe my thoughts > e 
Are full of Women, thou poor Wretch art paſt 'em. 

Ern. I hate the Sex a | 
Caſs, Then I'm thy Friend, Erneſto. i e. 
I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman 
Woman the fountain of all Human Frailty! 
What mighty IUlls have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman. 
Who loft Mark Antony the World? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 
And laid at laſt Old Troy in Aſhes? Woman, 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman. 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 
When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, 
Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay; 
But quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray, 
Some fooliſh new Adventure needs muſt prove, 
And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw, ſhe chang'd her Loye, 
To his Temptations leudly ſhe inclin'd as 


Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind, (Ex. 
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ACT W. $:C FN.E"1. 
Acaſt. folus. = 


Acaſi. 1 ; leſt bethe Morning that has brought me Health, 


A happy Reſt has ſoften'd Pain away, 


And I Il forget it tho my Mind's not well. 


A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart, 

1 droop and ſigh I know nt why: dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy's Children have been overbuſy, 
And all the Night play'd Farces, in my Brains; W 


Methought I heard-the Midnight Raven cry 7971 5 
Wak'd with th' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains feem'd | 


To ſtart, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd TORT - 


es Y a $3 ok 


Like 
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Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to ſpeak, - 
But could not: ſuddenly the Forms were loſt, 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud 5' 
'Twas odd, and for the preſent ſhook my thoughts, 
But *twas th' effect of my diſtemper d Blood; | 
And when the Health's diſturb'd, the mind's unruly. 


Enter Polydor 


Good Morning, Polydor © 
Pol. Heaven keep your Lordſhip, : 
Acaſt. Have you yet ſeen Caſtalio to day 
Pol, My Lord, tis early day he's hardly riſen; 
Acaſt. Go, call him up, and meet me in the Cha q 
3 | 3 | | Ex, Pol 
| cannot think all has gone well to Night > L BB 5, 
For as I Waking lay (and ſure my Senſe ' 
Was then my own) methought I heard my Son 
Caſtalio's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mournful, 
Under my Window too I thought I heard it; 
M'untoward Fancy could not be deceiy'd gd 
In every thing 5 and I will ſearch the Truth out. 


* 


Enter Monimia, and her Maid. 


Already up Monimia! you roſe e 
Thus early ſurely to out- ſhine the Day! y 
Or was there any thing that croſt your reſt? , - 
They were naughty thoughts that would not let you ſleep: 

Mon. Whatever are my thoughts, my Lord, I've learnt 
By your Example to correct their Ills, 120 
And Morn, and Evening, give up the Account. 

Acaſt. Vour Pardon, ſweet one, I upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are ſo good I could not. 15 
Tho I'm deceiy'd, or you're more fair to Da; 
For Beauty's heighten d in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 

Mon. The little ſhare I have's ſo very mean, 
That it may eaſily admit Addition: | 
Tho you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much praiſe, and make me proud. 


Like 
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Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's praiſes! No, Monimia 
But if my prayers can do you any good, F 
Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt ſhare of em: 
Heard you no Noiſe to night 2 
Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord! 
Acaſi. Ay: about Midnight. 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 
Acaſt. You muſt ſure ! went you early to reſt ? 
Mon, About the wonted Hour. Why this Enquiry ? [ Ade. 
Acaſt. And went your Maid to bed too? 
Mon. My Lord, I gueſs ſo; 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 
Acaſt. Sure Goblings then, or Fairies haunt the dwelling, 
I' have enquiry made thro all the Houſe, 
But Il find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 


Good Day to thee, Monimia — I'll to Chapel. Ex. Acaft, 


Mon. I'll but difpatch:fome Orders to my Woman, 
And wait upon yaur. Lordſhip there: Frag: :; 
1 fear the Prieſt has play'd us falſe; if ſoo 
My poor Caſßfalio loſes all for me; 
I wonder, tho he made ſuch haſte to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florella! ſurely 'twas! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 
But went away ſo cold: the kiſs he gave me 
Seem'd the forc'd Compliment of ſated Love. 
Would I had never marry'd!. 
Maid. Why? it “ Pe IA 
Mon. Methinks ( mary 5; | = 
The Scene's quite 'alter'd ; I am not the ſame, | 
I've bound up for myſelf a weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be born, none knows, 
A husband may be jealous, rigid, falſe; | 
And ſhould Caſtalio e er yroue ſo to me, 
So tender is. my Heart, fo nice my Love,. 
*T would ruin, and diſtract my reſt for ever. 
Maid. Madam, he's coming. 
Mon, Where, Florella? where? : 
Is he returning? To my Chamber lead; 
I'll meet him there; The Myfteries of our Love 
Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 1 
| Gy nter 
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Enter Caſtalio. 


Caſt. Wiſh'd Morning's come! And now upon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 

And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day. 
The luſty Swain comes with his well-fall'd Scrip 

Of healthful Viands, which, when Hunger calls, 
With much Content, and Appetite he eats, 

To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, 

And dreſs the grateful Glebe that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges ſlept, 
And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking tow'rds the neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 
Their Voice, and bid their fellow Brutes good morrow. 
The chearful Birds too, on the tops of Trees, | 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 

Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curſt as mine; 
I'm marry'd ! *Sdeath! I'm ſped. How like a Dog 
Lookt Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chang'd ? 

Monimia ! Oh Monimia ! | 


Enter Monimia, and Maid. 


Mon, I come, _ 
I fly to my ador'd Caftalio's Arms, 
My wiſhed Lord, May every Morn begin 
Like this; and with our Days our Loves renew. 
Now 1 may hope y'are ſatisfy'd. f 
| [Looking languiſhingly on him, 
Caf. Lam ik 85 
Well ſatisfy'd, that thou art 0 — 
Mon, What? ſpeak: . 
Art not thou well, Caſtalio ? Come lean 
Upon my Breaſts, and tell me where's thy Pain, 
Caſt, 'Tis here! *tis-in my Head; 'tis in my Heart, 
'Tis every Where; it rages like a madneſs; 
And I muſt wonder how my Reaſon holds; 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia, the Slave 27 8 
Tou thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, Is 
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Is grown a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 


And now he walks there like a Lord at large. Cl 
Mon. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia? MM Ti 
I once was ſo, or I've moſt ſtrangely dream't. | * 


What ails my Love? 

Caſt. Whate'er thy Dreams have been, 
Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Caſtalio well. | N 
No more, Monimia, of your Sexes Arts, | 
They're uſeleſs all. Pm not that pliant Tool, 

That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me, 
I know my Charter better I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man. and will not be enflay'd. | 

Mon. You ſhill not fear't: Indeed my Nature's eaſy, 
I'll ever live your moſt obedient Wife, 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend | 
Beyond your will, for that ſhall be my Law; 

InJeed I will not. | | 

Caſt. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam, 

By yon bright Heaven, you ſhall not; all the Day 
I'll play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee; 
Till by afflictions and continued Cares, 

I've worn thee to a homely houſhold Drudge; 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, 

For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 

Mon. No more; | 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 

I'll never quit you elſe; but on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all Day, till they te worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 
Ciftalion=— 

Caſt. Away, laſt Night, laſt Night. 
. Mon, It was our wedding Night. 

Caſt, No more, forget it. + 

Mon. Why ? do you repent? 

Caſt. I do. F 

Mon. Oh Heaven! | fe of 2 
And will you leave me thus? help, help, Florella. 

[ He drags her to the Door, and breaks from her. 
Help me to hold this yet loy'd cruel Man: 
Oh my Heart breaks—1'm dying, Oh—ftand off: i 


'T; 
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1'll not indulge this Woman's weakneſs ſtill 6 
Chaft, and fomented, let my Heart (ſwell on, 


Till with its injuries it burſt, and ſhake 


With the dire blow this Priſon to the Earth. 
Maid. What ſad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 
Mon. Caſtalio: Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
Eer he would falſify his Vows to me. 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then: Sun, loſe thy light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Caſtalio's fal 
Maid. Unhappy Day! R 
Mon, Falſe as the Wind, the Water or the Weather : . 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling prey. 
I feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each ſigh he Saks the guſhing Blood ; 
Muſt I be long i in Pain? ? 


Fuer Chamont. 


Cha, In tears, Monimia ! 
Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair, 
Cha. Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to chear thee. 
Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then 
See if my Saul has reſt till thou haſt Juſtice, 
Mon, My Brother! 
Cha, Yes, Monis, if thou think'ſ 
Thy 1 deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother. 
Oh Caftalo! 
= Hah ! | 
Name me that Name again ! My Soul's on fire 
Till I know all : There's meaning in that Name. 
| know he's thy Husband : Therefore truſt me 
With all the following Truth—— _ 
Mon. Indeed Chamont, | 
Tory s nothing in it but the fault of Nature : 
I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
I know not why. 


Cha. You uſe me ill, Monimia; | 
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Thou ſeeſt me lie, theſe unregarded Locks 
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And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your Brother. 
Mon. Truly I'm not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve, for what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt fault? you wou'd not do ſo: Wou'd you! 
Cha, Not, if 1'd Cauſe to think it was a Friend. 
Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing? 
I ne'er conceal'd my grief from you before: 
Bear with me now, and fearch my Wounds no farther, 
For-every probing pains me to the Heart, | 
Cha. Tis ſign there's Danger in't, and muſt be prevented. 
Where's your new Husband 2 Still that thought diſturbs 
What, only anſwer me with tears? Caftalio ! (you 
Nay, now they ſtrem ö. 
Cruel unkind Caſtalio ] is't not fo? 
Mon. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me, 
It choaks and will not let me tell the Cauſe, 
Oh! 5 5 
Cha, My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As Honour to my Name, dear as the Light 
To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt — 
The Anguiſh that torments thee? Sig SS 
Mon. Oh! I dare nor. | 
Cha. 1 have no Friend but thee: we muſt confide 
In one another: two unhappy Orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when 1 ſee thee grieve, 
Methinks it is a part of me that fuffers. - 
Mon. Oh ſhould'ſt thou know the Cauſe of my lamenting, 
I'm fatisfy'd, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou would'ſt deſpiſe the abject loſt Monimia, 
No more would'ſt praiſe this Beauty; but 
When in ſome Cell diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 


Matted like Furies Treſſes, my poor Limbs 
Chain'd to the Ground, and flead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my e ofiviees; 

A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe wooden di I 
Of wretched ſuſtenance; when thou ſeeſt me, 


Prithee 
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| Prithee have Charity and Pity for me; 
Let me enjoy this thought. | 
Cha. Why wilt thou wrack | | 
{y Soul ſo long, Monimia *- Eaſe me quickly; 


Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt, 


Mon. Could you be ſecret? 
Cha. Secret as the Grave. LY 

Mon, But when I've told you, will you keep your fury 
Within its bounds ? will you not do Bae raſh 

And horrid miſchief? for indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
From a near Friend, from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 


* 


Cha, 1 will be calm; but has Caſtalio wrong'd thee ? 


Has he already waſted all his Love: 4 
What has he done? quickly; for I'm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid Tale, | 
Mon, Oh! could you think it! 
Cha, What? 
Mon, I fear he'll kill me, 
Cha. Hah! bh 
Mon. Indeed I do, he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Which if it laſts, I'm ſure muſt break my Heart. 
Cha. What has he done ? | 
Mon. Moſt barbarouſly us'd me, 
Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms, 
In thouſand Kiſles, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted, 
Atdawn of Day, he roſe and left his Conqueſt : 
But when we met, and I with open Arms 
Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 
Oh then! | — | 
Cha. Go on? © | 
Mon. He threw me from his Breaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin. | 
Cha, How? | 
Mon. As 1 hung too TY 4 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 
He drag'd me like a Slave upon the Earth. 
And had no pity on my Cries: 
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Cha. How ! did he 9 5 


| T 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with ſcorn ? B 
Mon. He did; and morel fear, will ne'er be Friends 
Tho I ſtill love him with unbated Paſſion. 
Cha. What, throw thee from him ! 
Mon. Yes, indeed he did. Ne J 
Cha. So may this Am 1 
Throw him to th'Earth, like a dead Dog deſpiſed, , 


Lameneſs and Leproſy, Blindneſs and Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Caſtalio, I forgive thee. 
= Mon, Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as heis: 
|  Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? 
3 Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? why ſhould'{ thou kill him? 
| By all my Love this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance. 
N Alas, I love him ſtill, and tho I ne'er 
Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 
Yet bleſs bim, bleſs him, Gods, where e' er he goes. 


Enter Acaſto, 


Acaſt. Sure ſome il! Fate is tow'rds me! in my Houſe 

I only meet with oddneſs and diſorder; 

Each vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face, 

And looks as full of Buſineſs as a Block-head 

In times of Danger : Juſt this yery Moment 
I met Caſtalio too OD, 

Cha. Then you met a Villain. 

Acaft Han! ? 

Cha, Yes, a Villain. | 
Acaſt. Have a care, young Soldier, 
How thou':t too buſy with Acaſto's Fame ? 

I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance. 

Villain to thee — 

Cha. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, 

And tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble! 
Acaſl. Ungrateſul Ruffian! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee ; 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 


To 


The Unhappy Marriage. 61 
To be thus us'd? I ſcorn t' upbraid thee, boy, _ 
But I could put thee in remembrance—— 
Cha. Do. 
Acaſt. 1 ſcorn it. 
Cha. No, I'll calmly hear the Story, | 
For 1 would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 
Weighs moſt———Hah, is not that good old U | 
What have 1 done? can you Tags this my 8 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou ask it? 5 
Cha. Twas the rude © 'er-flowing I 
Of too much Paſſion pray my Lord forgive b. AY 
Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth; I can revenge a ſong. 
Cha. I know it well; but for this thought of rain, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy, and forget i = 0: 
Acaſt. 1 wil, but henceforth, Mins be more kind. 


A him. 
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hence came the Cauſe? 
Cha. Indeed I've been too vibe?" 1 8 
But I'll learn better; for you've been my pace f 
You've been her Father too I Tales Mon. 39. the RO 
| Acaſt. Forbear the Prologue, 
wàdt, And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 3 
Cha. You took her up a little tender Flower, | 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into Jour own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines: there long ty got . 
Crew ſweet to Senſe and lovely to the Eye, . 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 8 | 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 
Then caſt it like a loathſome Weed away. 
| Acaſt, You talk to me in Parables, Chamont, 
You may have known that I'm no wordy Man; 
Fine Speeches are the inſtruments of Knaves p 


Or Fools, that uſe ' 2 when Fer want good Senſe; 
But Honeſt 


Needs no 'Diſeviſe + nor Ordnen: Be plain. Es 
nd Cha. Your Son- ro 


Acaſt, Pye two, and both I bope have Honoor, | 
Cha. I hope fo too bu. „ ny 
Acaſt. Speak. FR — PIORS As 
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Cha. I muſt imform you, 
Once more Caftalio—— — 
Acaſt. Still, Caſtalio ! 
Cha. Yes. 
Your Son Caſtalio has wrong 'd Monimia. 
Acaft. Hah !- wrong'd her? Is 
Cha. Marry'd her. 
Acaſt. Pm ſorry for't. 
Cha. Why ſorry? _ 
By yon bleſt Heaven there' s not a hk | 
But might be proud to thke ber to his Heart, 
Acaſt. I'll not deny't. -* | 
Cha. You dare not, by the Gods 
You dare not; all your. Family combin'd 
In one damn'd Falſehood to outdo Caſtalio, 
Dare not deny't. © 
Acaſt. How has Caſtalio wrong'd her?: 
Cha. Ask that of , him ; 1 ſay, my Siſter' 5 wrong: 
Monimja my Siſter born as high 
And noble as Caſtalio . Do her Juſtice, _ | 
Or by the Gods, I'll lay-a Scene of Blood, 
Shall make this-Dwelling horrible to Nature. 
I'll do't; heark you, my Lord, your Son Caſtalio 
Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Manners. 
Acaſt, Lou ſhall have juſtice... _ 
' Cha, Nay——1 will have juſtice. K 
_ Whoſll ſleep. in Safety that has done me wrong? 
My Lord, I' not diſturb; you to repeat 
The Cauſe of this; I beg you (to preſerve 
Your Houſe's Ronchi al it of Caſtalio. 
Acaſt. I will. 
Cha. Till then farewel ——— | [Ex. Cha. 
Acaſt. Farewel, Proud 207. 
Monimia ! 
Mon. My Lord. 3 
'Acaſt. You are my Daughter. 
Non. lam, my Lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 
Acaſt. When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a Father. 
[Ex, Acaſt. 
Ion. Now "Pm undone for- ever: : Who on Earth 


Is there ſo wretched as Monimia ? 
ens | | Firſt 


Bhs 
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Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken; 5 e 
I've loſt Acaſto: his parting Frowns 

May well inſtru& me, Rage is in his Heart; 

I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 

Thruſt out a naked Wanderer to the World, _ 
And branded for the miſchievous Monimia. 
What will become of me? My cruel Brother 

Is framing miſchiefs too, for ought I know, 

That may produce Bloodſhed, and horrid Murder 

I would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 

To reign the Empreſs of the Earth; hay, more, 

I'd rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio | 

My dear unkind Caſtalio. = 


Enter Polydore. 


Pol, Monimia weeping ! 
So Morning-Dews on new blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun's amorous heat to be exhal'd, 
come, my Love, to kiſs all ſorrow from thee. 


What mean theſe Sighs, and why thus beats thy Heart J 


Mon. Let me alone to ſorrow : Tis a Cauſe 
None e'er ſhall Know; but it ſhall with me die. 

Pol. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings are paid ! 


I am no ſtranger to your deareſt ſecret; 


1 know your Heart was never meant for me, 
That Jewel's for an elder Brother's price, 
Mon. My Lord. 
Pol. Nay, wonder not, laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my torment ſaw 
Your wild Embraces ; heard th' appointment made: 
did, Monimia, and I curſt the Sound, 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again? 
Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes! 
Have you ſworn conſtancy to my undoing? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again? | 
Pol. What means my Love? : 
Mon. Away; what meant my Lord? 
Laſt night? TE 


F 2 Sh Pol, 
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Piol. Is that a queſtion now to be demanded ? 


I hope Monimia was not much displeaſed. 
Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proſtitute, 
T' aſſault my Lodging at the dead of Night, 
And threaten me if 1 deny'd admittance 
You ſaid you were Caſta¹⁰ 
Pol. By thoſe Eyes 1 85 525 
It was the ſame, I ſpent my Time much better, 
I tell thee, ill-natur'd Fair one, I was poſted 
To more advantage on a pleaſant Hill 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 
Aon, Hah—have a care 
Pol. Where is the Danger near me? 15 
Aon. I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown your Soul in wretchedneſs for ever; 
A thouſand horrid thoughts crowd on my Memory. 


Will you be kind and anſwer me one queſtion? 


Pol. I'd truſt thee with my Life on thoſe ſoft Breaſts; 


Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart; 
Till I had nothing in it left but Love. 


Ion. Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By th' Honour of your Name, that's moſt concera's, 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 
W here did you reſt laſt Night? 
Pol. Within thy Arms 
I triumpht : Reſt had been my Foe. ' 
Aion, *Tis done— 
Pol. She faints: no help, who waits? a Curſe 
Upon my Vanity that could not keep 
The. ſecret of my Happinels in ſilence. 
Confuſion! we ſhall be ſurpriz'd anon, 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia ! ſhe breathes —Monimia— 
Mon. Well, | 
Let miſchiefs multiply! Let every Hour { 
Of my loath'd Life yield me increaſe of Horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite Forge 


3 


My Brother's Wife? 
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Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature! 
Pol. What means all this? 55 
Mon. Oh Poly dore, if aal! 
The Friendſhip e' er you vow'd to good Caſtalio 
Be not a Falſhood, if you ever lov'd 
Your Brother, you've undone your ſelf and me, | 
Pol. Which way can Ruin reach the Man that's rich, 


As I am in poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs? ; 


Mon. Oh, I'm his Wife. 

Pol. What ſays Monimia ! hah! 
Speak that again, e 

Mon, I am Caſtalio's Wife. 

Pol. His marry'd wedded Wife * 

Mon. Yeſterday's Sun 
Saw it perform'd. | 

Pol. And then have I enjoy'd 

Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine, 


Pool. Muſt we be miſerable then? 


Mon, Oh! 

Pol. Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 

Mon, Couldſt thou bee 
Happy with ſuch a weight upon thy Soul? 

Pol. It may be yet a ſecret: Ill go try 


| To reconcile and bring Caſfalio to thee 


Whilſt from the World I take my ſelf away, 
And waſte my Life in penance for my Sin. 
Mon. Then thou wouldſt more undo me, heap a load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head: 
Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy Brother, 
And bring pollution to his Arms? Curſt thought? 
Oh when ſhall I be mad indeed! 
Pol. Nay, then | 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an Eternal Miſery together. 
Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch? 
Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wil thou with me ſtudy to be _— 
And find out ways how to increaſe àffliction? 
Gs hs + 
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Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues and make 'em look like new ones: 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 

A Child be born, it ſhall be murder'd — 
Mon. No, 
Sure that may live. 
Pol, Why? 
Mon. To become a thing | 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamy, and curſe its Birth. 

Pol, That's well contriv'd, then thus let's go together, 
Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, 

Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe, 
Let's find ſome place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſom and venomous ; where Poiſons han 

Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the heigth of Deſperation. 

Deſire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower, 

And no diſtinction of the Sex be thought of, 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing harms, 
And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms: 0 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE L-- 
Cioaſtalio lying on the Ground. 


Fü $6 ©» © 9 
Ome, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts e ur bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride, 25 7 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide, doen 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſ Tales of Tove; 1 
And ſee, u hen your Complaints ye join; 
If all your Wrongs can equal mine. _ 


7 
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The happiefi Mortal once was I, 
. My Heart no Sorrows knew : 
Pity the Pain with which I die, 
But as not whence it grew. 
Yet if a tempting Fair you find 
That's very lovely, very kind, E 
Tho bright as Heaven, whoſe ſtamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snares, 


Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, 
L Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother and Siſter mingled all together; 
No diſcontent they know, but in delightful 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, 
Calm Harbours, luſty Health and innocence 
Enjoy their Portion; If they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter— F 
Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 
And in that Folly drudges all the Year, 


Enter Acaſto, 


Acaſt, Caſtalio] Caſtalio ! 
Caſi, Who's there | 
So wretched but to name Caftalio? 
Acaſt. I hope my Meſſage may ſucceed, 
Caft, My Father, br ibs AMEN NE 1 
"Tis Joy to ſee you, tho where Sorrow's nouriſht, 
Acaſt, I'm come, in Beauty's Cauſe, you'll gueſs the reſt. 
Caſt. A Woman! if you love my peace of Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think 
Of Women were enough to taint my Brains, 
Till they foment to madneſs! Oh! my Father. 
Ac, What ils my Boy ft 
Caſt. A Woman is the thing | 
J would forget, and blot from my Remembrance, 
Acaſt. Forget Monimia! | * 
Caſt. She to chuſe: Monimia ! 
The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe. 


1 


The Ac aſt. 
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Acaſi, This might ſeem ſtrange; but you I've found My 
will hide | 1 
Your heart from me, you dare not truſt your Father. 

Caſt, No more Monimia. 3 

Acaſt. Is ſhe not your Wife? 

Caſt. So much the worſe, who loves to hear of Wiſe? 
When you would give all worldly Plagues a Name 
Worſe then they have already, call em Wife? 

But a new married Wife's a ſeeming Miſchief, 

Full of her ſelf: Why, what a deaf of Horror 

Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded yeſterday? 
Acaſt. Caſtalio, you muſt go along with me, 

And ſee Monimia. . 

Caſt, Sure my Lord but mocks me, 

| Go ſee Monimia ! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me, 
And leave the Conduct of this part of Life 

To my own choice. TS. 

Acaſt. I ſay no more diſpute. ä 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her, 
Caſi, Who has complain'd? 
Acaſt. Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 
And in ſuch terms they've warm'd me. | 

Caſt. What terms? her Brother! Heay'n! 
Where learnt be that ? 

What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with defiance ? 
He durſt not ſure affront you. f 
Acaſt. No, not much, 
But —— 2 
Caſt. Speak, what ſaid he ? 

Acaſt. That thou wert a Villain: 

Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 
Caſt. Shame on the ill manner'd Brute! 
Your Age ſecur'd him, he durſt not elſe have ſaid ſos 

Acaſt. By my Sword, 115 0 14 
I would not fee thee wrong' d, and bear it vilely, 
Tho I have paſt my Word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice. 

Cha. Juſtice ! to give her Juſtice wou'd undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now have choſen, 
Left Joys juſt opening to my Senſe, ſought here 
A place to curſe my Fate in, meaſured out 


1 


nd 


With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe? 


For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows; 


No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke? 


Atoning for the Ills you've done Chamont : 


| Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 
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My Grave at length, wiſh to have grown one piece 


* 


Enter Chamont. 
Cha. Where is the Hero famous and renown'd 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 


Acaſt, I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caſtalio. 
Cha, I come to ſeek the Husband of Monimia. 
Caſt. The Slave is here, 


Cha. I thought ere now to have found you 
For you have wrong'd the deareſt part of him; 


And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 
From her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 
Caſt. Then you are Chamont? 
Cha. Yes, I hope no Stranger 
To great Caſtalio. | 
Caſt. I've heard of ſuch a Man 
That has been very buſy with my Honour 
I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return the Villain back again 
You ſent me by my Father. 
Cha. Thus I'll thank you. . [ Draws. 
Acaſt. By this good Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Foe [ Draws and interpoſes. 


Young Man, it once was thought [l o Caſt. 
I was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Honour, | 
And you might truſt your ſhare with me For you, 

| [To Cham. 


Young Soldier, I mult tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis'd you to do Monimia right, 
And thought my Word a Pledge J would not forfeit 2 
But you I find would fright us to Performance. 5 
Caſt. Sir, in my younger Vears with Ca re you taught me 
That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour; 
Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 
Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. = 
As 
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Cha. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'ſt for fafety, | Fr 
Becauſe thou know'ſt the place is ſanRify'd Ny 
With the remembrance of an antient Friendſhip, 


Caſt. I am a Villain, if I will not ſeek thee 
Till 1 may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for. 
Cha. She wrong'd thee ! by the Fury in my Heart, 
Thy Father's Honour's not above my Monimia's; 
Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 
Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead 
With thy capricious Follies : the remembrance 
Of the lov'd Creatures, that once fill'd theſe Arms 
Cha. Has not been wrong'd ! 
Caſt. It ſhall not. 
Cha. No, nor ſhall 
Monimia, tho a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of Friends and Fortune, tho the unhappy Siſter 
Of poor Chamont, whoſe Sword is all his Portion, 
Be oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traytor. 
Cafi, Ha! let me free. 
Cha. Come both, 


Enter Serina. 


Serin. Alas! alas! 
The cauſe of theſe diſorders, my Chamont? 
Who is't has wrong'd thee? | 
Caſt. Now where art thou fled 
For ſhelter ? - 
Cha. Come from thine, and ſee what ſafeguard 
Shall then betray my Fears. | 
Serin. Cruel Caſtalio, | 
Sheath up thy angry Sword and don't affright me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt; 
If any of my Friends haye done thee Injuries, 
I'll be-reveng'd, and love thee better for't. 
Caſt. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by our ſelyes 
We fairly may diſpute our wrongs together. 
Cha. Till then, I am Caſtalio's Friend, 


Cafe. 
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Caſt, Serina, 
Farewel, I wiſh much happineſs attend. you, | 

'  Serina. Chamont's the deareſt thing I have on Earth, 

Give me Chamont, and let the World forſake me; [Ex. Ser. 
Cha. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I am in thee ! 

No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 

| Tho the fair Child of Nature newly born, 

Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 

| Suppoſe I ſhould a while lay by my Paſſions, 15 
And be a beggar in Monimia's Cauſe, 3.140 

| Might it be heard: 

Caſt, Sir, twas my laſt Requeſt 

You wou'd, tho you I find will not be fatisfy'd : 

| So in a word, Monimia is iny ſcorn; 

She baſely ſent you here to try my Fears, 

That was your buſineſs. 

No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practis'd. 

To make advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 

Could have done more—Diſquiet vex her for't. . 
Cha. Farewel. | [Ex. Cha. 
Caſt, Fare wel My Father, you ſeem troubled. 

Acaſt. Would I had been abſent when this boiſterous 
Brave : Wy : 
Came to diſturb thee thus: I'm griev'd I hinder'd 
Thy juſt reſentment ———— But Monimia — 
Caſt. Damn her. y | 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 
Caſt, Did 1? 
Acaſl. Les. 4 
Caſt. l'm ſorry for't. : 
Acaſt. Methinks, as if I gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, 
t might be pardon'd, 
Caſt, No. 
Acaſt. What has ſhe done? e 
Cha. That ſhe's my Wife, may Heay'n and you forgive 
me. | 2 
Acaſt. Be reconcil'd then. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſt. Go ſee her. 
| Caft, No. | 
Acaſt. I'll ſend and bring her hither. 


Tt 


Eaſt, 
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Caſt. No. 
Acaſt, For my fake, : | 

Caſtalio, and the quiet of my Age. | 
Caſt. Why will you urge a thing my Nature Arts at? 
Acaſt. Prithee forgive her. 

Caſt. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me, 

I tell you were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 

Full of her Sexes beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 

And all that wondrous Beauty of her own, | 

My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 


Enter Florella, 


' Flor, My Lord, where. are you? Oh Caftaio 3 
Acaſt. Heark. 


Caſt. What's that? | 

Flo. Oh ſhew me quickly, Aber cala. 

Acaſt. Why, — the Buſi neſs? = 

Flor, Oh the: poor Monimia t 

Caſt. Hah! 

Acaſi. What's the matter? 

Flor, Hurry'd by Deſpair . 

She flies with Fury over all the "RE | 

| Thro! every Room of each Appartment crying, 

Where's my Caſtalio? give me my Caſtalio: 

Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe'} grow diſtracted. 

Caſt, Hah! will ſhe ? does ſhe name Caſtalio ? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 

Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attend thy Purpoſe. 

Caſt. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in ſadneſs, 
And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her, 

But do not tell the World you ſaw this of me. 
Acaſt. Delay not then, bur baſte and chear thy Love. 
Caſt. OI will throw m'impatient Arms about her, 

In her ſoft Boſom ſigh my Soul to peace, | 

Till thro” the panting ; Breaſt the finds the Way 

To mould my Heart, and make it what ſhe will. 

Monimia ! Oh! | ns Sea Caſt. 


Enter 
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Enter Monimia. ; 


Mon. Stand off, and give me room, 

1 will not reſt till I have found Caftatio 

My wiſh'd-for Lord, comely as rifing Day, 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 
Flowers ſpring where-e'er he treads, his Eyes 
Fountains of Brightnefs, cheering all about him! 
When will they ſhine on me Oh ſtay my Soul! 
I cannot die in Peace tilt 1 have ſeen him. | 


Caſtalio re-enters. 


Caſt, Who talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with it? — 
Mon. Heark ! *tis he that anſwers; 
So in a Camp, tho at the dead of Night, 
If but the Trumpet's chearful noiſe is heard, 
All at the ſignal leap from downy reſt, 
And every Heart awakes, as mine does now. 
Where art thou? | 
Caſt. Here, my Love. | 
Mon, No nearer, leſt I vaniſh, HO 
Caſt. Have I been in a Dream then all this while? 
And art thou but the ſhadow of Monimia ? | 
Why doſt thou fly me thus? 3 | 
Mon. Oh! were it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours . 
We might be happy. | 
Caſt. Is't then © bard, Monimia, to forgive 5 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 
For l muſt love thee, tho it prove my Ruin. 
Which way ſhall I court thee?  _ 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And fatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee ? _. 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee, 
ft Yet prithee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 
But when my Task of Penitence is done, 
Gs Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 
G Mon, 


ſe. 


ve. 


© eats ů— . ů —— — — — 
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Quaking with fierce and violent Deſires; | | 
The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 
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Mon. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want Words, 


To pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs; 


It is becauſe I look on thee with Horror, 
And cannot ſee a Man I ſo have wrone'd. 
Caſi, Thou haſt not wrong'd me. ig 

Mon, Ah! alas, thou talk'ft 


Juſt as thy poor Heart thinks ; have not 1 wrong'd thee ? 


Caſt. No. 7 02 iy 5 % 

Mon. Still thou wander'ſt in the dark, Caſtalio; 
But wilt e'er long ſtumble on horrid danger. 

Caſt. What means my Love? 

Mon. Couldſt thou but forgive me! 

Caſt. What? . 

Mon. For my Fault laſt Night: Alas thou canſt not. 
Caſt. I can, and do. TOI - 

| Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth, | 

Would I that pardon meet; the only thing . 


Can make me view the face of Heav'n with Hope. 


Caſt, Then let's draw near. 
Mon. Ah me! 
Caſt. So in the Fields, 


When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 


# 


Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 
| Make moan, and call, by ſuch degrees approach; 


Till joyning thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 
Mon, Yet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, 
Leſt in purſuance of the goodly quarry, ) 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. - 
Caſt. My better Angel, then, do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 
Why didſt thou (prithee ſmile and tell me why) 
When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 


* 


Darkneſs enclos'd, and the Winds whiſtl'd round me; 
Which with my mournful Sighs.made ſuch ſad Muſick 
Fel Heart ; Why wert tho! 


Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains? Fr 


As might have moy'd the har 


> pod My = — 
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Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear inquiry? 
Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my Face that ſpeaks 
Wonderful change and horror from within me ? | 
Caſti. Then there is ſomething yet which I've not known; 
What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me; 
And don't betray me to a ſecond madneſs, 

Mon. Muſt !!?? 3 

Caſt. If labouring in the Pangs of Death, 
Thou wou'dſt do any thing to give me eaſe; 
Unfold this Riddle ere my Thoughts grow wild, 
And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 

Mon, My Heart won't let me ſpeak it ; but remember 
Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this, . | 
We ne'er muſt meet again: — | 

Caſt. What means my Deſtiny ? { 
For all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee; _ 
Ne'er meet again! oO 

Mon. No, never. ; 

Caſi Where's the Pow'r. | 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay fo? | 
Thou art my Heart's Inheritance, I ſerv'd | | 
A long and painful, faithful Slavery for the, | 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Bleſſing? | 

Mon. Time will clear all, but now let this content you: | 
Heay*n has decreed, and therefore I've refoly'd, _ 
(With Torment I muſt tell it thee, Caſtalio) 

Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love, TG | | 

In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, aha — 

And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. . 

Caſt. Where am I ? ſure I wander midft Inchantment, 

And never more ſhall find the way to reſt 

But, Oh Monimia, art thou indeed reſolv'd, 

To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence ? | 

Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone already ? 

Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 

Signing to Winde, and to the Seas complaining, 

ſick Whilſt afar off the Veſſel fails away, 55 

Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd; 

We Wilt thou not turn: Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpeak, 

Men. 1 ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
N G 2 They 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
: ' 
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They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me ſtill; 


Wilt thou not fpeak? if we mult part for ever, L 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, A 
And pleaſe my ſelf withal whilſt my Heart's breaking 0 
Mon. Ah poor Caftalio! | Za. Mon, 
Caſt. Pity, by the Gods, , 
She pities me; then wilt thou go eternally ? 
What means all this? why all this ſtir to plague 4 


A ſingle Wretch? If but your Word can ſhake . 
This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado 85 F 
With me? think me but dead and lay me ſo. 


Enter Polydore.. 


Pol. To live, and live a Torment to my ſel, 1 
What Dog would bear't that knew but his Condition? 
We have little knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, , 
Becauſe it cannot tell us what's to come. | S ( 
Caſt. Who's there? 8 oy | : 
Pol. Why, what art thou? 
| Caſt; My Brother Polydors. 
Pol. My Name is Polydore, 
Caſt. Canſt thou inform me? - g 
Fenn) ; _ : (++ 
Caſt. Of my Monimia. 
Pol. N 0. Sood- day. 
Caſt, In haſte? 5 
Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadneſs, 
Pol. Indeed and ſo to me does my Caſſa lio. 


Caſt, Do I? 
2 Thou doft. 3 Fe . 
x Caſt. Alas! Pve wondrous Reaſon ; 
Fm ſtrangely alter'd, Brother, ſince I ſaw thee, 
Pol, Why? 8 | | h 33 
Caſt. Oh, to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To pain, let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies, | 
For thou wilt pardon em, becauſe th'are mine. 
Pol, Be not too credulous, conſider firſt, 4 5 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe? 


Caſh. 


) 
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Caſt. Why doſt thou ask me that? does this appear 

Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy. Breaſt 2 
Oh 'tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort. 

Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, 1 have none to give thee. 

Caſt, Doſt thou not love me then? 

Pol. Oh, more than Life: 
I neyer had a thought of my Caſtalio 


Might wrong the Frtendſhip 1 we had yow'd together. 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me ? 


Caſt 1 hope 4 have. | | 
Pol. Then tell me why this . this Diſorder ? 
Caſt. Oh Polydore, I know not how to tell thee : 
Shame riſes in my Face and interrupts 
The Story of my Tongue. 
Pol. 1 grieve, my Friend 
Knows any thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 


Or didſt thou e'er conceal thy thoughts from Polydor 2 
Caſt. Oh, much too oft; 


But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind affection of a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to > call my ſelf e Friend) 


Forgive mem. 
Pol. Well, go on. | 
Caſt. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love! 
Thou like a Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 
In its firſt Pangs did truſt me with thy Paſſion, - 
Whilſt 1 till ſmooth'd my Fain with Smiles before thee, 
And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep, 
Pol. How! 
Caſt. Still new Ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe ws, 
And kept thee as a ſtranger to my Paſſion, 
Till yeſterday 1 wedded with Monimia. 
Pol. Ah, Caſtalia, was that well done? | 
Caſt, No, to conceal it from thee, was much a Fault. 
Pol. A Fault! When thou haſt heard + 


The Tale Vl tell, what wilt thou call it then ? ? 


Caſt. How my Heart throbs ! 
Pol, Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traytor, 


I | cance thus; after this —_ I'll ne'er_ 
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Hold ruſt, or converſe, with the aſe Caftalio - 
This, witneſs Heav'n, - 
Caſt. What will my Fate do with ae? 9 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not ebe 
What means this, Brother? 
Pol. Perjur'd, treacherous Wretch, 
Farewel. 
Caſi. 1'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive 1 me. 
Pol. Never. 
Caſt, Oh!. think a little what thy Hear | is doing: 
How from our Infancy we hand in hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Defires, 
The fame Averſions (till employ'd our thoughts: 
When e'er had I a Friend, that was not Re 8, 
Or Polydore a Foe, that was not mine? 
Ev'n in the Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For thefiirſt Fault, abandon and forſake me, 
Leave me amidſt Afflictions to myſelf, 
Plung'd in the Gulf of Grief, and none to help me? 
pol. Go to Menita; in her Arms thoul't find 
Repoſe; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows, 
Caſt. What Arts? 
Pol. Blind Wretch, thou Husband! there's a Queſtion; 
Go to her ſulſome Bed, and wallow there, 
Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what s thy Bargain. 
| Caſt, Hold there, 1 charge thee. 
Pol, Is ſhe not a 
Caſi, Whore? 
Pol. Ay , Whore, 1 think that Word needs no explatoing 
Caſt. hes: I can forgive, ev'n this to thee; 
But let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge 
Te wrong that Virtue which thou couldft not ruin, 
Pol. It ſeems 1 lye then. 
Caft. Should the braveſt Man 
That e'er wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim'it, he were the worſt of 1 15 
My. Friend may be miſtakes, . 


| Pol. 
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Pol. Damn the Evaſion, | 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he's a baſe-born Villain 
That ſaid I ly'd. | 
_ Caſt, Do, draw thy Sword, and thru it theo! my nean, 
There is no Joy in Life, if thou art loſt, 

A baſe-botn Villa! 5 

Pol. Ves, thou never cameſt 
From old Acaſto's Loins, the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac'd ſome coarſe Peaſant's Cub, and . art he. 

Caſt, Thou art my Brother ſtill. 

Pol. Thou ly'ſt. 

Caſt. Nay, then: | „ | [ He draws. 
Yes, lam calm. CRE 1 | | 

= A Coward's alway fo. 
Caſt. A ah -— that ſtings home: Coward! ; 

Pol. Ay, baſe-born Coward, Villain, 

Caſt, This to thy Heart then, tho my Mother bore thee. 

{ Fight, Polydore drops his Sword, and runs on Caſtalio. 

Pol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 

Cafl. What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 

Pol. So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men, 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueft Friend. 
Caſt. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are 
Juſtice, 
Yare painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
If ſo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 

Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns, here lies thy Fate, Caſtalio: 
Th'are not the Gods, tis Polydore has wrong'd thee; 
I've ſtain'd thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luft. 

Caſt. By hl 

Pol. By me; laſt Night the horrid Deed 
Was done; when all things ſlept, but Rage and Inceſt. 

Caft Now, where's Monimia © Oh! 


Euter Wonkniat 


Mot. I'm here, who calls me? 
Methought I heard a Voice 


_ Sweet 
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Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 
When all his little Flock's at Feed before him. 
But what means this? here's Blood. 
Caſt. Ay, Brother's Blood: | 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting. Pains? 
Pol. Oh let me charge thee by the eternal al Juſtice 
Hurt not her tender life! - 
Caſt. Not kill her? Rack me, A 
Ye Powers above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninyented, 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 
And wreak Revenge ſome Way yet never known, 
Mon. That Task my ſelf have finiſht, I ſhall die 
Before we part; I've drank a healing Draught 
For all my Cares, and never more all wrong thee, 
Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent. 
Caſt. Tell me that Story, 
And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indeed. 
Pol. Hadſt thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had happen'd; hadft thou let me know 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy : 
But ignorant of that, . 7 
Hearing th' Appoinment made, enrag'd to think 
Thou hadſt out-done me in ſucceſsful Love, | 
I in the dark went and ſupply'd thy Place, 
Whilſt all the Night, 'midſt our triumphant Joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs'd, and call' d me her Caſtalio. 
Caſe, And all this is the Work of my own Fortyne, 
None but myſelf could e'er have been fo curit ; 
My fatal Love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 
Thou faireſt, goodlieſt Frame the Gods e'er made, 
Or ever Human Eyes, or Hearts ador'd. 
I've murder'd too my Brother. 
Why would'ſt thou ſtudy Ways to damn me further, 
And force the Sin of Parricide upon me? 
Pol. Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent: 
Forgive the barba rous tref] aſs of my Tongue, 
Twas a hard Violence; I could have dy'd 
With Love of thee, ev'n when I us'd 5 worſt Kg 
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Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, 

My heart recoil'd, and 'twas half Death to ſpeak em. 
Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of Men, 

Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 

And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? | 
Caſt. Oh l'm th' unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 

Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 

Why then thus kind to me? TE 
Mon. When I'm laid low ith Grave, and quite forgot” 

ten, | 

May'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; 

But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 

When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be; 

(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 

Speak well of me, and if thou find ill Tongues 

Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd : 

*Twill be a noble Juſtice to the memory | 

Of a poor Wretch, once honour'd with thy Love. 

How my Head ſwims! 'Tis very dark, Good Night. [Dies. 
Caſt, If I ſurvive thee, what a thought was that ! 

Thank Heay'n 1 go prepar'd againſt that Curſe. 


Enter Chamont diſarm'd, and ſeiz'd by Acaſto and 
| Servants. | e 


Cha. Gape Hell, and ſwaltow me to quick Damnation, 


If 1 forgive your Houſe, if I not live 


An everlaſting Plague to thee, Acaſto, 


And all thy Race. Ye have o'erpower'd me now; 


But hear me, Heav'n! Ah here's the Scene of Death, 
My Siſter, my .Monimia ! Breathleſs ! Now, 


Ye Powers above, if ye have Juſtice, ſtrike, 


Strike Bolts thro? me, and thro' the curſt Caftalio. 
Acaſt. My Pol ydore. | e 
Pol. Who calls? | TAS 
Acaſt, How cam'ſt thou wounded ? | 
Caſt. Stand off thou hot-brain'd boiſtrous noiſy Ruffi an, 
And leave me to my Sorrows. e 
Cha. By the love | 
I bore her living, I will ne'er forſake het, 
But here remain till my Heart butt with ſobbing, Caf 
ES | a(t. 
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Caſt, Vanilh I charge thee, or [ Draws a Dagger. 
Cha. Thou canſt not kill me, 

That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 

Acaſt. What meanſt, Caftalio? Sure thou wilt not pull 

More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head; 


Tell me, I beg you, tell me the ſad Cauſe 
Of all this Ruin. 


Pol. That muſt be my Tack; 
But *tis too log for one in Pains to tell ; 
You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 
Ot all our Woes. Caſtalio's innocent, 


And ſo's Menimia, only I'm to blame: 
Inquire no farther. 


Cat. Thou, unkind ebenen, 
Unjuſtly haſt purſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And ſought the life of him that never wrong'd thee : 
Now it thou wilt embrace a noble e 
Come join with me and curſe. 
Cha. What? 
Caſt. Firſt thy ſelf, 
As I do, and the Hour that gave. thee birth : 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 8 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe among Men; 
» Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm: - 
Till al! things move againſt the courſe of Nature; 


Till Form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes: broken, 
And the Originals of Being loft. | 


Ac aſi. Have Patience. 

Caſt. Patience! preach i it to the Wind, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires; the Knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye, when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common needs of Life, 

Scald me with Leproſy, let Friends forſake me, 

I' bear it all; but curſt to the Degree = 
That l am now, 'tis this muſt give me Patience: 
Thus I find Reſt, and ſhall complain no more. 


' [Stabs himſelf, 
" Caf, 


Pol. Caſtalio oh! 


—— —— — —— 
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Caſt. 1 come. 
Chamont, to thee my Birth-right I bequeath : 


Comfort * mourning. Father, heal his Griefs, - 


LAcaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant. 


| * 1 perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
And for Monimia's ſake, whom thou wilt find 


I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 
Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 


| Thus with my Love. Farewel, I now am—nothing, [ Dis 


Cha. Take care of good Acafto, whilſt I go 

To ſearch the means by which the Fates have Plagu'd us. 
Tis thus that, Heaven, its Empire does maintain, 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain. 
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On ve ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here, and 1 
May be the next, if old Acaſto die: 
Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find, 
Who *tis would to the Fatherleſs be kind, 5 
To whoſe protection might I ſafely go? 8 
Is there among ſt you no good Nature ? No. 
What ſhall Ido? ſuauld I the Godly ſeek, 
And go a Conventichug twice a Mee? 
Quit the leud Stage, and its profane Pollution, 
Aﬀett each Form and Saint-lthe Inſtitution, 
So draw the Brethren all io Contribution? 
Or ſhall I (as I gueſs the Pogt may | 
Within theſe three days) fairly run away ? 
No, to ſome City. Lodgings I'll retire, 
Seem very grave, and Privacy deſire; 
Till 1 am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands; 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling 
Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune: ſtealing. 
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